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To the HONO URAB LE 125 


Ser RocER MosTYN, Bart. 
OF 
Moftyn-Hall in Hin: ſbire. _ 


IS no ſmall Reflection on Pieces 
of this Nature, that Panegyrick 


4 2 


125 
Dedication is grown more an 


Art than Poetry; that Authors, 
to make their Patrons more than Men, make 
themſelves leſs; and that perfons of Honour 


are forc'd to decline patronizing Wit, be- 
cauſe their Modeſty cannot bear the * 


Strokes of Adulation. 


But give me leave to fay, Sir, that I am 


too young an Author to have learnt the Art 
of Flattery; and I hope the ſame Modeſty 
which recommended this Play to the World, 
E will 


* 


> is ſo much improv'd, and that 


f 


I | — 


The Dzpicar ion. 


will alfs Teconciſe my Addreſſes to You, of 
whom I can ſay a but what your Me- 

rits may , and all that have the Ho- 
nour of your Acquaintance will be proud to 
vindicate. Tos . 
I he greateſt Panegyrick upon you, Sig, is 
the 1 OO and bare Truth of Your 
Character; the Fire of Youth, with the Se- 
dateneſs of a Senator, and the Medern Gaiety 
ol a fine Engliſb Gentleman, with the Noble 

Solidity of the 18 Briton. | 

This is the Character, Six, which all 
Men, but your Self, are proud to publiſh of 
| You, and which more celebrated Pens than 
mine ſhould tranſmit to Poſterity, - 

The Play has had ſome Noble Appearances 
to honour its Repre/entation , and to compleat 
the Succeſs, I have preſum'd to prefix fo Noble 
a Name to uſher it into the World. 
ſtately Fromiſpiece is the Beauty of a Building 
But here I muſt tranſverſe Ovid. 


Materia f uperabil Opus. 
11 am, Honourable 81 R, 
Your moſt Devoted, and 


Humble Servant, 


Gro. FARQUHAR, 


[Rab N ned Modeſty is very is - 

ERS preateſt Vanity, and Authors are 

mM [ometimes prouder of ibeir Bluſbes 

ban of the Praiſes that _ po 
n. I ſbamt therefore, 

ſees Jirgin, fly to be pur i d, and deny — 7 


the Beauties of :his Play, xe/pecially thoſe of 
Third Night, which not tobe proud of, were the 
beight of Impudence: who is aſham'd to value 
bimſelf upon ſuch Favours, under values thoſe who 
conferred them. - 

As T1 freely fubmit 10 the Criticiſms of the 
Judicious, fo 1 caunbt call this an Il Play, fince 


the Town bas allow*d it ſuch Succeſs. When they - 


 bave pardon'd my Faults, *twere very Ill Man- 
ners to condemn their Indulgence. Some may think 
(my Acquaintance in Town being too fender to 


mate 


chiefly wiſh for. I am very willing 1 
; 


bs - 
+ ————— —-— -- - I —— - 4_—_ 


The PREFACE. 


make & Party for the Play) that the Succeſs muſt 
be deriv d 725 the pure Merits of the Cauſe. I 
am of another Opinion: I baus not been long enough 
in Town to raiſe Enemies againſt me; and ihe 
Engliſh are fill kind to Strangers. I am below 
the Envy of great Wits, and above the Malice of 
little Ones. 1 have not diſpleas d the Ladies, nur 
offended the Clergy; both wwbich are now pleas'd 
to ſay, that a Comedy may be 3 without 
Smut and Profaneneſs. 

Next to theſe Advantages, the Beauties of Aion 
gave the greateſt Life to the Play; of which:the 
Town. is ſo ſenſible, that all will join with me in 
Commendation of the Actors, and alſo (without 
detrating from the Merit of others) that the 
Theatre-Royal affords an Excellent and Com- 
pleat Set of Comedians. Mr. Wilks*s Per- 
formance has ſet him ſo far above Competition in 
tbe Part of Wildair, that none can pretend to 
. envy the Praiſe due to bis Merit. That be made 
the Part, will appear from bence, that whenever 
the Stage has the Misfortune to loſe bim, Sir 
Harry Wildair may go to the Jubilee. 8 
A ęreat mam quarrel at the Trip to the Ju- 
bilee for a Miſnomer : 1 muſt tell them, That 
perhaps there are greater Trips in the Play; and 
when I find that more exact Plays have had bet- 
ter Succeſs, I'll talk with the Colricks about De- 
corums, c. However, if I ever commit ano- 
ther Fault of this Nature, I'll endeavour to make 

# more Excuſable. 


| PRO- 


P OETS will think y nothin g dec their Fury, 


4: Wis, Cits, Beaux, and W omen * wer rr | 


Our Sparks ha If dead to. think what - 
. With Meads udgments to unte BY Dim.” | 
'Tis all falſe Fear ; for, in a mingl d Pit, * 


Why, what your grave Don thinks but dull, =_ | 
His Neighbour 7th Great Wis ie my fatto 
Some Authors Court the Few, the Wiſe, 2 | 
Our Vouth' content, if he can reach the M. 
Who go with much-like Ends to Church and 
Net to dbſere what Priefts or 235 
yon J. no 1 your Thoughts, = theirs, 

Ladies /afq may ſmile 
No Smit, 16 tm ſale 
*Tis trus, be bas « Syark juft come. from France 
But this fo far from Beau 1 
Like Coin oft carry d out, axght foom vhence. 
There's yit a Gang, to whom our $ york 3 
Your Elbow ſhaking Fool, that lives by s Wits, 
That's only Witty, 1 5 Fg ry he . by Fits. 
Who Ling like Ta | 
Hunts, in the Face, a Dinner all the Day 2 
At Night, with empty Beauelu, Grumbles - 3 the PLAY. | 
And now the Madiſb Prentice be implores, 
Who, with his Maſter Cab, fol n out of Doors, 
Employs it on a Brace of — Honourable Whores : 
' While their good Bulky Mother, pleas'd, ſts by, 

Bawd Regent of the Bubble Gallery, 


bere's vs Sander, 


vas 4 ; 


=p. * "OM |? 
„ 10 dinble Entendre. © 


- 


Next, 


1 R 0 1 0 G UE. 5 
Next, „ Friends, we bunbly mane, Fi 7 


lo, all your Side. dor Tricks,” ave much a | 
; never. fails to pay us suit their Love. " "SOR 
Ah Friends ! Poor Dorſet-Garden Houſe is gene: 
Our merry Meetings there are all undone. a 
Quite loft to us, fure for ſome e flrange Mi deed, 
That firong Dog Sampſon': pull d it o'er our Heads ; 
Snaps Rope like Thread ; but when his Fortune : told him, 
He'll. hear, perhaps, of Rope, will one Day bold him: 
At leaft, I hope, that our good natur d-Town, 4 
Will find a Way to pull his Prices down. © 
Well, that's all ! Now, Gentlemen, for the P L A Y, 
On ſecond Thoughts, Ie but two Word; to ſay ; | 7 
Sach as it is we yeur Delight, defign'd : 1 
Hear it, Rt Tr Fudge, and * as gon find, A 


oY 


A New PROLOGUE. 


11 ANSWER to my ver Good Friend, Me. 

C Olamixon ; who, having 'Two PLars Damn d 

at the Oli Houſe, had a Mind to curry Fa- 
vour, to have a Third Damn'd at the New. 


*. 


71 S hard the Author of this P LAY in wiew, 
Shou'd be Condemn'd, purely for pleaſing you : 
Charg'd with a Crime, which you his Judges, own 

Was only this, that he has Pleas'd the Town. 
He touch'd no POET's Verſe, wr DOCTOR's Bills : 
No Foe td B re, yet a Friend to Wills. | 
No Reputation Stabb'd, by ſour Debate ; / 
Nor had a Hand in Bankrupt Briſco's Fate: 
And, as an Eaſe to's Tender Conſcience, wor, 
He's none of thoſe that Broke the t'other Houſe : 

2 


In perfe# Pity to their Wretched Cheer, 
| Becanſ 


Aud 
W 25 their Barb rous Pens! in ba Gee poor Heer Bud * 


They've diſoblig d all Powers 


PROLOGUE. 


bis PLA. Y. avas 8 1 7 bere. 
1 F Marder 


beje Poets ve er cas 


"Tawas Ma} all: Ns Malice lhe to Thiirs, 


To write Good F LAY 5, pars 9 ve the Players, 
e t's | 


To flares by's Wit, i fill 
But, here are Men, whoſe Wit, is match'd\ by few ; 
Their Wit both ſtar ves themſelves, and others too; 

Our PLAYS are Farce, becau/e our Houſe is Cramm d; 
Their PLAYS all 


And * cauſe you pleaſe your ſelves, they call you 2 

By their Good Nature, they are Wits true Blue; 

nd, Men of Breeding, by their 2 to "7% 

To engage the Fair, all other Means being 

They fright the Boxes with Old Shake) 15 l 8 HOS r: 
The Ladies of ſuch Ir take beed ; 

For, "twas the DE 

Their Caft is hard, | that ſuch 


And now muſt bavve Recourſe to Powers Below. 
Let Shakeſpear then lie flill, Ghoſts do no go; 
The Fair are better pleas d with Fleſo and Blood :\ 
What ist to them, to mind the Antient's Taſte ? 


But, the Poor Folks are Mad, and T in Haſte, 


Drammatis 


Good ; For aubat? becauſe * Dan 
Becauſe we pleaſure you, you call us Tools; 


LL op oof the Gy ined x ax 5 


A, as iy — 5 | N 


Runs off. 


. © 
0 
2 id ; 2 
y N — — — Depe,—— k. * — — 
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Sir — FO 8 | 
man affecting humorous Gatety, 
and Freedom, in his Behaviour. 

Standard, A Diſbauded "Coun, 
Brave and Generous. © 

Vixard, Outwardiy Plons, 


ere — ald Mercheut. 

Clinchar, A - pert Lorton eien . . 

turn 'd Beau, and affecting Travel. J . 

_Chncher, jun. His Brother <ttuented! 8 
an the Country. : 

Dicky, His Man. 

Tom E rrand, A Porter. 


1 WOMEN. 


Lureavell, A Lady of a Jilting Tem- 
per, proceeding from a r Mn. Verbrugges. 
ESSE 
ady Darling, An , ; 
ther to a ; F ome. Pore. 
Angelica, A Woman of Hono or. Mrs. Rogers. 
Parly, Maid to gee. > ah 3 Mrs. Moor. 


* 


Contlable, M 65. Porter - Wife, Servants &c. 


3 


SCENE, LONDON. 
THE 


Sit. a. a 6... — 


Land — 2 EF 3 +7 a 45 W : =— wah... li | 


SCENE. The Park. 


, 4 


E ur Viaare with a Letter, Servant following. 


VIZARD. als 1 
VGE LNA dend! it back anopent ! 17 
K you ? 
Servant. As you ſee Sir. 
2. Vix. The- Pride of theſe virtuous Wo- 
77 72 men is more. unſufferable, than the Im- 


— 


$7 | modeſty of Proſtitutes —— After all my 
En to flight me thus | 


Serv. She ſaid, Sir, That imagining your Morals fin- 
cere, ſhe gave you Acceſs to ber Converſation; but that 


your late Behaviour in her Company has convinc'd — 
that your Love and Religion are both Hypocriſy, and that 
ſhe believes your LetterJike your ſelf, fair onthe out- -lide, 
* within; ſo ſent it back 3 75 
1, 


* 


14 The ConsTanT Cover: Or, 


— Fiz; May Obſtinaey, guard ber Beauty till Wrinkles 
| bury it: chen my I Rene make her eurſe chat 


reveng d the 14. — | 
Lady Darling, her Mother | 
- Seriv. Yes, Sir, and a he os. pleada to — in 
your Copninetidntion 
Pix. That's my Cae——An Eſteem grafted in old 
Age is hardly rooted out. Vears ſtiffen their Opinions 
- with their Bodies, and oſd Zeal is only to be cozen'd by 
oung Hypocriſ Run to the Lady Laretell's, and 
8 of her Maid, whether her Ladyſhip will be at 
Home this 1 ; her kh is ſufficient Cure for Au- 
telica s Scorn. +. -| Exit Servant, 
(Viz. pal vut's Biol, reads and walks about.) 


| Eater Smuggler. | 
Smug. Ay, there's a Pattern for the young Men o'th' 
b py og at his Meditation ſo 6arly'; ; ſome Book of _ 
Ejaculations, I'm ſure. 

V. This "Hobbs is an excellent Fellow ! Anat.) 0 
Uncle Smugg/er / to find you at this End o' th Town is a 
Miracle. 

Smug. I have ſeen a Miracle this Morning i indeed, Cou- 
fin Liard. 

_ Viz. What was it, pray Sie? © - : 

Smug. A Man at his Devotion ſo near the Cour. 
I'm very glad, Boy, that you keep your SanRity untainted 
in this infectious Place; the very Air of this Park is hea- 
theniſh, and every Man's Breath I meet, ſcents of Atheiſm. 

Viz. Surely, Sir, ſome great Concern muſt bring you 
to this unſanctiſied End of the Town. 

Smug. A very unſanctiſied Concern, truly Couin, 

Vix. What is't? 125 | 

Smug. A Law,: ſuit, Boy———Shall I tell you ? —— 
My Ship the Swar is newly arriv'd from St. Sebaſian's, 
laden with Portugal Wines : Now the impudent Rogue of 
a Tide-waiter has the Face to affirm, tis French Wines 
in Spaniſs Caſks, and has indicted me upon the Statute 


— — * N CR 


LT 


4 Trip to the JuBII IE: 15. 


and Surveyors plague us more with their French Wines, 
than the War did with the French Fa.. Ay. 


there's another Plague of the Nation— | 


Enter Colonel Standard. 


A red Coat and Feather. 


Viz. Col. Standard, I'm your dend Servank. 
Stand. May be not, Sir. 

Viz. Why 0 7 

Stand. Becauſe—l'm diſbanded. 

Vis. How? broke! 

Stand. This very Morning, in Hide: Park, my brave 
Regiment, a thouſand Men, that look'd like 4 Ve- 
ſterday, were ſcatier'd, and look 'd as poor and ſimple as 
the Herd of Deer that gras'd beſide em. 


Smug. Tal, al, deral (aging) I'll have a Bonkire this 
Night as high as the Monument. | 
"ak A Bonfire ! thou dry, wither'd ill Nature; had, 


not theſe brave Fellows Swords defended you, your Houſe 


had been a Bonfire e'fe this about your Ears—Did we 


not venture our Lives, Sir? 


Smug. And did we not pay for your Lives, Sir , 


Venture your Lives ! I'm ſure we ventar'd our Money, 
and that's Life and Soul to 22 — — we'll main- 


_ tain you no longer. 


Stand. Then your Wives hall old Aeon : There are 


_ five and thirty ſtrapping Officers gone this Mornin 8 ro 


live upon free Quarters in the City. 
Sung. O Lord ! O Lord! 1 Gal have a Son within 


theſe nine Months born with a Wen in his Hand 


Sir, you are 

Stand, What, Sir? 

Smug. Sir, I Gay you are R 

Stand. What, Sir ? | 

Smug. Diſbanded, Sir, chat 's all. I ſee my 
Lawyer yonder. [ Exit. 

Viz. Sir, I'm very ſorry ſor your Misfortune. 

Stand, Why ſo? I don't come to borrow Money of 


you; if you're my Friend, meet me this Evening at the 


. PI pay my Way, drink a Health to my Xing, 
B 2 Prof] perity 


8 
1 * \ 


2 
. 


_— * 8 
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16 The ConsTant CovPLEe: Or, 


Proſperity to my Country, and away for . To- 
morrow Morning. 

Fiz. What! you won 't leave us? 

Stand. What! a Soldier ſtay here! to look ike i an old 
Pair of Colours in Wifminfier-Hall, ragged and ruſty ! 
No, no I met Yefterday a broken Lieutenant; 
he was aſham'd to own that he wanted a Dinner, but 
| begg'd Eighteen-pence of me to buy a new Sheath for his 

wor Is 


Viz. O, but you have good F FIPS Wy Colonel! : 
Stand. O, very good Friends!] my Father' s a Lord, 
and my elder Brother a Beau. 
_ .. Fiz. But your Country may perhaps want your Sword 
again. 
1 Nay, for that Matter, let but a ſingle Dem 
beat up for Volunteers between Ludgate and Charing. Sai. | 
and I Wal undoubtedly hear it at the Walls of Buda. 

- Fiz. Come, come, Colonel, there are Ways of ma- 
Kin your Fortune at Home Make your Addreſſes 
to the Fair, you're a Man of Honour and Courage. 
Stand Ay, my Courage is like to do me wondrous 
Service with the Fair : 'This pretty croſs Cut over my 
Eye will attract a Dutcheſs I warrant'twill be a 
mighty Grace to my ogling Had I us'd the Stra- 
tagem of a certain Brother Colonel, of mine, 1 might 
ſucceed. 

_ Viz. What was it, a þ 

Stand. Why, to fave his pretty Face for the TEES 

he always turn'd his Back upon the Enemy) He 
was a Man of Honour for the Ladies. | 

' Viz. Come, come, the Loves of Mars and Venus will 

never fail, you muſt get a Mi refs. 

Stand. Frithee, no more on't You have awaken'd 
a Thought, from which, and the Kingdom, I wou'd have 
ſtoln away at once—To be plain I have a l. | 

Viz. And ſhe's cruel ? ” 

Stand. No. 

Viz. Her Parents prevent your HoppincG 

Stand. Nor that. 

Vix. Then ſhe has no Fortune ? 


Stand. 
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Stand. A large one, Beauty to tempt all Mankind, and 
Virtue to beat off their Aſſaults. O Fizard # fuch a 
Creature Hey dey.! Who the Devil have we here? 

Viz. The Joy of the Play-houſe, and Life of the Park. 
[ Enter Sir Harry Wildair, crofſes the Stage fouging, with | 
Footmen after bim. Sir Havry Wildair new] ly come from 


Paris. ä 
Stand. Sir Harry Wildair ! Did not be wake a Cam- 


paign in Handers ſome three or four Years ago ? 

Vix. The fame, © 

Stand. Why, he behav'd himſelf very bravely. 
Vix. Why not? Doſt think W 4 92 Gle are 
inconſiſtent? He's a Gentleman of moſt happy Circum- 
ſtances, born to a plentiful Eſtate, has had a genteel and 
eaſy Education, free from the Rigidneſs of Teachers, and 
Pedantry of Schools. His florid Conſtitution being never 
ruffled by Misfortune, nor ſtinted in its Pleaſures, has 

render'd him entertaining to others, and eaſy to himſelf 
” Turning all Paſſion into Gaiety of Humour, by 

which he chuſes rather to rejoice his Friends, than be ba- 


ted by * ; as you ſhall ſee. 


Enter Wildair, 


Wi ld. Ha! Vizard ! 

Viz. Sir Harry ! 

Wild. Who thought to find you out of the Rwubrick 0 
long? I thought thy Hypocriſy had been wedded to a 
Pulpit-Cufhion long age ir, if I miflake not 
your Face, your Nang is Standard. 

Stand. Sir Harry, I'm your humble Servant. 

Wild. Come, Ga e the News, the News o' th” 
Town ; for I'm juſt arrived. . 

Vix. Why, in the City- end o' th Toyn we re playing 
the Knave to get Eſtates, - 
Stand. And in the e playing the Foot in 
ſpending em. i 
Hild. juſt fo in bar; I'm glad we're grown ſa 

Modifh. 
Viz, We are all ſo reform'd, that Gallantry is taken 


for Vice. 


B 3 Stand. 
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Stand. And Hypecriſy for Religious. 

Wild. Alamode de Paris agen. 

_ Fiz. Not one [Whore between Lud, gate and Aldgate. 

Stand. But ten Times more Cuckolds than ever. 

Yiz. Nothing like an Oath ii the City. 

Stand. That's a Miſtake ; for my Major ſwore a * 
dred and fifty laſt Night, to a Merchant” $ Wife in her 
Bed-Chamber. | 
Wild. P'ſhaw, this i is innen ; tell me News, Gentle- 
men. What Lord has lately broke his Fortune at the 
Groom Porters? or his Heart at . New-Market,' for the 
Loſs. of a Race? What Wife has been lately ſuing in 
Doctors Commons for Alimony ? Or, What Daughter. 4 
away with her Father's. Vale ? What Beau gave the no-- 
bleſt Ball at the Bath, or had the fineſt Coach in the 
* I want News, Gentlemen. 


Stand. Faith, Sir, theſe are no News at all. 8 
Fiz. But pray, Sir Harm, tell us ſome News of your 
Travels. 


ill. With all my Heart "You muſt know then, 
T went over to Auſterdam in a Dutch Ship; I there bad 
a Dutch Whore for five Stivers: I went from thence to 
Landen, where I was heartily drub'd in the Battle with 
the But-end of a Sww75 Muſket. I thence went to Paris, 
\ . where I had half a dozen Intrigues, bought halfa dozen 
new Suits, ans a couple of Duels, and here I am — 
in Statu gu 
" 28. Vat” we heard that you deben'd to make the Tous 
of laly ; what brought you back ſo ſoon? | 
Wild. That which brought you into the World, and 
may, perhaps, carry you out of it; a Woman. 
Stand, What! Quit the Pleaſures. of Travel for a 
Woman!—— _ 
Nia. Ay, Colonel, for ſuch a Wome | 11 had . 
fee her Ruell, than the Palace of Lewis le Grand: There's 
more, Glory in her Smile, than in the Fubilee at Rome, 
and I would rather kifs her Hand than the Pope's Toe. 
Viz. You, Colonel, have been very laviſh in the 
Beauty and Virtue of your Mifreſi, and Sir Harry here 
has been no leſs eloquent in che Praiſe of his: _ 
| ay 


Know. [ Runs ont. 
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I lay you both ten Guineas 2 piece that neither of r | 


is ſo pretty, o -witty, or ſo TIP ge as mine. A. 
Stund. Tits done. en 258.4 es 
Wild” I'll double the Seiles e-. Bat 8 


now I think ont, How ſhall-we be reſolv' d? For i know 


not where my Miſreſt may be ſound; ſhe left - Pars 
about a Month be fore me, and I had an Account 
Stand. How, Sir! Left Paris, abouta Mob: before 
n+ -£ i | 
* Ay L Bat I kriow not where, andperdaps uo at 
find her this Fortnight. 
Stand. Her Name, pray. Sir *" "Bang eln 
Vix. Ay, ay! Her Name!? Perhaps we han her. 
Wild. Her Name! Ay, ——She-has the ſofteſt, whit= 
eft Hand, that ever was made _ Fleſh and e ber 
Lipe ſo balmy ſweet. - 
Stand. But her Name, Sir? AP. Be 
Wild. Then her Neck and Breaſt ; ; — Her Breaſt 
do ſo heave, ſo heave.” [ Sings r 
Vix. But her Name, Sir, her 7 Quality Þ ne 
: Wild. Then her Shape, Colonel: En 
Stand. But her Name I want, sir? 
Nild. Then her Eyes, Finer 
Stand. P'ſnaw, Sir Harry, her Name, or N 257 
Wild. Then if you muſt have it, ſhe's call'd the La- 


dy But then her Foot, Gentlemen, ſhe dances 


to a Miracle. en n have certainly loſt Jun 
Wager. 0 
Vix. Why you have loſt your Senſes x we ſhall never 


diſcover the Picture unleſs you ſubſcribe the Name. 


Wild. Then her Name is Larravell. | 
Stand. S Death, My Mitres. Aae. 
Viz. My Mi ;frefe, by Jupiter. 0s \ PI 
Wild. Do you know her, Gentlemen? n 


Stand. T have ſeen her, Sir. 


8 1 Canſt tell where ſhe lodges? e i Tell me, r 
Olone | ; 
Stand Your humble Servant, Sir. [Exit Stand. - 
Wild, Nay, hold, Colonel, P'l follow you. and will 


Viz 
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Viz. The Lady Lurewell his Miſtreſs ! He loves her. 
. ſhe loves me But he's a Baronet, and I plain Vi- 
zard; he has a Coach 7 * Six, and I walk on Foot; I 
was bred in London, and he in Fen fame, very Cir- 

cumſtance has murder d me Then ſome * 
muſt be laid to divert his Pretenſions. 
Ne. enter Wildair. 

=” IId. Prithee, Dick, . what makes the Colanel ſo out 

| of Humour? . 
= Vis. Becauſe he's out of Pay, I e | 

wy Wild. $'life that's true; I was beginning to miſtraſ 


ſome Rivalſhip in the Cafe. 
Fiz. And ſuppoſe there were, you kbew the Colonel 


can fip ht, Sir Harry. 
. Fight! Piſhaw, but he can't dence. 121 We 
| contend for a Woman, YVizard! S'liſe Man, if Ladies 
were to be gain'd by Sword and Piftol only, what the 
Devil ſhould all the Beaux doꝛ 

Viz. I'll try him farther { Afide.] But wou'd not you, 
Sir Harry, fight for this Woman you ſo admire ? 

Wild. Fight! Let me conſider. I love her, that's 
true but then I love honeſt Sir Harry Wildair better. 
The Lady Lurewell is divinely charming right 

but then a Thruſt i V. ch Guts, or a Aidulſar Jury, is as 
ugly as-the Devil. 

Vix. Ay, Sir err „Tuere a dangerous Caſt for a 
Beau Baronet to be tried by a parcel of greaſy, grum- 
bling, bartering Boobies, who wou'd Lang you purely 
becauſe you're a Gentleman. 

Wild. Ay! But on t'other Hand, I have Money e- 
nough to bribe the Rogues with: So, upon mature Deli- 
beration, I wou'd fight for her But no more of 
her, prithee, Vizard, can't you recommend a Friend to 
a pretty Mifireſs by the by, till I can find my-own ? You 
have Store I'm ſure; you cutining poaching Dogs make 
ſarer Game than we that hunt _ and fair. Prithee 
now, good Vixard. ? 

Viz. Let me conſider a little Now Love and 5 
* ri my Politicks. | * futile, BM | 
* whilf Sir Harry walks /inging, ö 


Wild. 
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Wild. Paw! Tho vrt as long a ftudying for a new 


WMijtreſs, as a Drawer is piercing a new bot ug : 
ane 


Vaix. I deſign a new Pipe for you, a 
5 Wine 3 you'll therefore bear a little e 
Mild. Ha! Say'ſt thou, dear Fizard ? 
Viz A Girl of 1 Sir Harry. © 
Hiid Now ſixteen thouſand diene, to on FIN 
_ Fiz. Pretty and witty. 
Mild. Ay. ay ! But her Name, Vizard? : ] 


Vix. Her Name Yes——ſhe has the ſofteſt, whiteſt 


Fand that ever was made of F Blood, ber Lips 
ſo balmy ſweet. _ + 

_ . Wild, Well, well! Bat where ſhall I 6nd ber, Man 7 
Via. Find her —— But then — * Sir gras 

She dances to a Miracle. 
Wild. Prithee don't dikrad TICS N 
Viz, Well then ! You muſt know, that this Lady is 


the Curioſity and Ambition of the Town ; her Name's 
paſſes for her Mother is a private 


Angelica. She that 
Bawd, and call'd the Lady Darling: She goes for a Ba- 


ronet's Lady (no Diſparagement to your Honour, or 


Harry) I aſſure you. 


Wild. Paw, bang. {wy Honour; But what Street 


what Houſe ? © 


- Fiz, Not ſo faſt, Sir Harry ; you maſk: my Paſs- | | 
port for your Admigtance, and you'll find my Recom- 
mendation, in a Line or two} will procyre:you'very ci. 


vil Entertainment; I ſuppoſe twenty or thirty Pieces, 
3 Plac d, will gain the Point; Pl enſure her 
Sou 


Wild, Thou Jeareft Friend to a Man in Neceſlity— 


Here, Sirrah, order wy r _—_ to St. Fames's, Ill 


walk a-Croſs the Park [To' bis Servant; 


Enter Cites” PLS 


Clinch. Here, Sirrah, order my Coach about to St. 


Fames 's, I'll walk a- croſs the Park too Mr. Ji. 
zard, your moſt devoted———Sir,.[co Wildair ] 1 ad- 
mire the Mode of your Sboulder-knot; methinks it hang 
vey. i and carries an Air of Travel in al 
EE, 
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your Sword · knot too is moſt ornamentally Modi, and 
bears a Foreign Mien. Gentlemen, my Brother is juſt ar- 
rived in Town, ſo that being upon the Wing to kiſs 
his Hands, I hope you'll pardop this abrupt Departure 
of, Gentlemen, your moſt devoted, Tr moſt aithful 
humble Servant. 

Hild. Prithee, doſt 'know him: | 
Viz. Know him! Why *tis Clincher, as was Ap- 
prentice to my Uncle. "Emagg/er, . eee! in A 

City. - 

Mila. What wakes. him ſo gay? 

Fiz. Why, he's in Mourning for his — Pn * kind 
old Man in Herrfordhire t'other Day broke his Neck a 
Fox Hunting; the Son, upon the News, has broke his 
Indentures, whipp'd from behind the Counter into the 
Side- Box, forſwears Merchandize, where he muſt live by 
Cheating and afurps'Gentility, where he may die by 
Raking. He keeps his Coach, and erm Brace of 
Geldings, Leafo of Miftreſſts, talks of nothing but Wines, 
Intrigues, Plays, Faſhions, and going to the Fubilte, © 
Mild. Ha, ha, ha! How many Found of Pulvil muſt 

the Fellow uſe in ſweetning himſelf from the Smell of 
Hops and Tobacco. Faug my Conſcience me- 
N like Olive's Lover he ſtunk of 7. bames: Street. 
But now for Angelica, That's her Name; we'll to the 
Princefs's: Chocolaze-Houſe, where 12 1 write my 
hy Moons, | 1 weunts 


* 


4 — 


N 


SC E N E, Lab Lurewell's Todgings. 


Lurewell, and ber Maid Parly. 


- Lure. 1 Arh, my Pocket. Book—— let me 8 
a vell. drid, Venice, Paris, London Ah, London ! 
They may talk what they will of the hot Countries, but 


1 find Love moſt fruitful under this Climate In a 
2 | 


* 
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Month's ſpace have I gain d let me ſee, Intrimit, 
 Parly. Aud how will your Ladyſhip manage him? 
Lure. As all Soldiers ſhould be manag'd; he ſhall 
ſerve me till gain my Ends, then I diſband him. 
Par. But he loves you, Madam. en 
Lure. Therefore I ſcorn him; I hate all that don't 


a. he © hens 


9 love me, and flight all that do: Would his whole de- A 
> luding Sex admir'd me, thus would I flight them all. | 1 
My virgin and unwary Innocence was wrong'd by faith- FY 

leſs Man; but now glance Eyes, plot Brain, diſſemble 1 
1 Face, lie Tongue, and be à ſecond Eve to tempt, ſe- 1 
2 duce, and damn the treacherous Kind Let me ſur- 9 
"= vey my Captives The Colonel leads the Van. n 
R Nexd Mr. Yizard, he courts me out of the Practicr of 1 
y Piety, therefore is a Hypocrite: Then Clincher he 1 
/ adores me with Orangery, and is conſequently a Fool: - 
f Then my old Merchant, Alderman Smwuggler, he is a = 
1 Compound of both—— Out of which Medley of Lovers, 7 
7 if I don't make good Diverfion— — What dye 
2. think, Parly ? E 1 
£ - Par. I think, Madam, I'm like to be very virtuous 1 
Y in your Service, if you teach me all thoſe Tricks that 1 
„ you uſe to your Lovers. f | 
5 Lure, You're a Fool, Child; obſerve this, that tho“ a 1 
7 Woman ſwear, forſwear, lie, diſſemble, back-bite, be | 1 
5 proud, vain, malicious, any thing, if ſhe ſecures the 1 
; main Chance, ſhe's ſtill Virtuous, that's a Mazim. - 4 
Par. I can't be perſuaded the', Madam, but that you \ 


really lov'd Sir Harry Wildair-in Paris. 
Lure. Of all the Lovers I ever had, he was my 
greateſt Plague, for I could never make him uneaſy ; I 
left him involv'd in Duel upon my Account, I long to 


1 8 5 7 F * p ” 
C 


know whether the Fop be kill'd or not. 8 a 
: | 9885 : 5 1 
„ ee eee, f 
O Lord, no ſooner talk of Killing, but the Soldier is 1 
conjur'd up; you're upon hard Duty, Colonel, to ſes . : 


your King, your Country, and a Mifire/s too. 


*% 


4 
t 
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Sean The latter, I. muſt confeſs, is the harder; for 
in War, Madam, we can be reliev'd in our Duty: But, 
in Love, u ho wou'd take our Poſt is our Enemy: Emu- 
lation in Glory is tranſporting, but Rivals here intolerable. 

Lure. Thoſe that bear away he Prize in the Field, 
ſhould boaſt the ſame Succeſs in the Bed-chamber; and, 
I think, conſidering the Weakneſs of our Sex, we ſhou'd 
make thoſe our Companions wha can be our Champions, 
Stand. 1 once, Madam, hop'd the Honour of defend- 
ing you from all. Injuries, through a Title to your, lovely 
Perſon 3 but now my Love muſt attend my Fortune. 
This Commiſſion, Madan, was my Paſſport to the Fair.; 
adding a Nableneſs ro my Paſſion, it ſtampt a: Value on 
my Love; twas once the Life of Honour, but now its 
Hearſe ;\ and, with it, muſt my Love be bury oh 

Parl. What! Diſpanded, Colonel? 5 

Stand. Ves, Mrs. Parly. c 

Parl. Faugh, the nauſeous Fellow, he Rinks of ro. 


2 already 2 ä Ade. 
Luxe. His Misfortune troubles me, 'cauſe it may pre- 
vent my Deſigns. [Ad. 


Stand. I'II — Madam, rather to deftroy my Paſ- 
fion by Abſence Abroad, than have it ſtarv'd at Home. 
Lure. I'm ſorry, Sir, you have ſo mean an Opinion 
of my Affection, as to imagine it founded upon your For- 
tune. And to convince you of your Miſtake, here I vow, 
by all that's ſacred,-I own the ſame Affection now as be- 
fore. Let it ſuffice, my Fortune is conſiderable. 
Stand. No, Madam, no; I'll never be a Charge to 
her I love : The Man that ſells himſelf for Gold is the 
worſt of Proſtitutes. 
Lure. Now were he any other Creature but a Man, 1 
could loye him. [Aldi. 
Stand. This. only laſt Requeſt I make, that no Title 
recommend a Fool, Office introduce a K.nave, nor a Coat 
a Coward, to my Place in your Affections; ; ſo farewel 
my Country, and adieu my Love. [ Exit. 
Lure. Now the Devil take thee for being ſo honourable: : 
Here, Parly, call him back, I ſhall loſe half my Di- 
verſion elſe. Now for a Trial of Skill, [ Re. enter Co- 
| lonel.] 


1 


5 
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lonel] Sir, I hope you'll wo. wy Curiolity ; When = 


do you take your Journey? 

Stand. To. morrom Morning, early, Maden. pod 1 
Lure. So ſuddenly ! which way are you deſigned to | 
travel To | | 

Stand. That I can't yet rs ry 

Lure, Pray Sir, tell 9951. pray Sir, 1 intrea you} 


why are you obſtinate? 


tand. Why are you' 40 curious, Madam'? 
Lure. Becauſe— . „ ; AEM 
Stand. What? is nn 7 
Lure. Becauſe, 1. = 


Stand. Becauſe! Wing, Madam ates pe wa. = 


Lure. Becauſe I defign——to follow you. [Crying. 
Stand. Follow me ! by all that's great! I NS 
proud before; but Love from ſuch a Creature might 


ſwell the Vanity of the proudeſt Prince. Follow me! 


By Heavens thou ſhalt net. What ! expoſe thee to the 

Hazards of a Camp——Rather I'll ſtay,” and here 

bear the Contempt of Fools, and worſt of Fortune. 
Lure. We not, ſhall not ; my Eſtate for both is ; 


ſufficient, 


Stand.” Thy Eſtate! no, Til tum a Knave, and pur- 


chaſe one my ſelf! I'll cringe to that proud Man I un- 


dermine, and fawn on him that I would bite to Death: 


I'll tip my Tongue with Flattery, and ſmooth my Face 


with Smiles; I'll turn Pimp, Informer, Office-broker, 
nay Coward, to be: great ; and ſacrifice it all to thee, 
my generous Fair. 

Lure, And I'l diſſemble, lye, fear, jut, any Thing 
but l' reward thy. Love, and recompenle thy noble 


Paſſion, 


Stand. Sir Harry, Ha, has 1 Peck Sir Harry; Ha, 
— ha, Rather kiſs her Hand than the Pope's Toe. Ha, 
a, ha. 
Lure. What Sir Harry? Colonel, What Sir Harry? 
Stand. Sir Harry Wildair, Madam | 
Lure. What! Is he come over ? 
Stand, Ay, int he told ino=—but I don' t believe 4 


C 1 Lure. 
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Lure, What, did he tell yout .f. 

Stand. Only call'd you his, 680 and 3 
to be extravagant in your Commendation, would vainly 
inſinuate the Praiſe of his own Judgment and good For- 
tune in a Choice = 
Lure. How * the Vanity of 'Fops, tickled by 
our Sex! . 

Stand. Why, your Sex i is the Vanity of Fops.. 

Lure. O'\my_ Conlcience, I believe ſo. This Gen- 
tleman, becauſe he danc'd well, I piteb'd on for a. 
Partner at a Ball at Paris, and ever fince he has ſo per- 
ſecuted me with Letters, Songs; Dances, Serenading, 


- - Flattery, Foppery, and Noiſe, that I was forc'd to fly 


Kingdom —— —And +4 warrant you he made you 
Jene | | 

Stand. Faith, {Sang A 1. analy. 7 

Lure. You ſhall have a plentiful Revenge, IU ſend 
him back all his fooliſh Letters, Songs, and Verſes, and 
you your ſelf ſhall carry em; *twill afford you Oppor- 
tunity oftrjumphing, and free me from his farther Imper- 
tinence; for of all Men, he'd my Averſion. I'll run 
and fetch them inſtantly, 

Stand. Dear Madam, a rare Project. How ſhall I 
bait him, like 42eon with his own Dogs—Well, Mrs. 
Parly, tis ordered by Ad of , chat youleceive 
no mote Pieces, Mrs. Par iy 

Parl. Tis provided, by the ſame 2 that you ſend 
no more Meſages by me, good Colonel; you muſt not 
pretend to ſend any more Letters, unleſs you can pay 
the Poſtage. 

Stand. Come, 8 don't be mercenary, take Ex- 
ample by your Lady, be honourable. 

Parl. Alack a day, Sir, it ſhows as ridiculous 555 
hapghty for us to imitate our Betters in their Honour, 
as in their, Finery ; leave Honour to Nobility that can 
ſupport it. We poor Folks, Colonel, have no Pretence 
to't : and truly, I think, Sir, that your Honour ſhould 
be caſhier'd with ydur Leading : Staft. 

Stand. Tis one of the greateſt. * of Toverty, to 
he « the 18 of Chamber-maids, 180 
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Enter Lurewell. 15 
Eute, Here's the Packer, Colonel, the whole Maga- 
eiu of Lowe's Artillery,  * (Gives him the Packet. 


Victory this Evening, Poor Sir Harry: Ha, ha, ha. 
| | [Exit, 


. lonel. , © | 


3 "EMEA 2 — | OE et as © 
. *A In ine IAC . 
Vals Ilan, cubo bügle, puri, and Nat; 


Nature, in u, your deepeſ# Art beguiles, © 
Stamping deep Cann nated in our Fromni' and Smiles. 
You toil for Art, your Intilleds you trace; 

Waman, without Thought, bears Policy in her Face. 
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| -I have gain'd, E wilt turn upon 
the Enemy. Madam; I'll bring you the News of my 
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Euter Cli in cher opening a Letter, Servant fol: 
| i IM: = 0 49 


FLY 
Dear TER ; 


WILL -fee you preſently, I have ſent 
. this Lad to wait on you, he can inſtruct 
yeu in the Faſhions of the Town, 41 am 


your affectionate Brother, 1 
Clincher. 


, 


Vo well; — r Sir? 
Dick, My Name is ag Sir. | 
Clin. Diciy ! | 
Dicky. Ay, Dich, 8 
Clin. Very well ; a pretty Name. And what can you 
do, Mr. Dicky ? 
Dick, Why, Sir, I can powder a Wig, and pick up a 


Whore. 
Clin. O Lord I O Lord! a Whore ! Why are there 


many Whores in this Town ? 


Dick, Ha, ha, ha, many Whores ! there's a Queſtion, 


indeed; why, Sir, there are above five hundred Surgeons 
in Town 


Harkee, Sir, do you ſee that Woman there 
in the Velvet Scarf, and Red Knots ? Fug 


Die, 
Seite ne Jon : 


* | 
ce 7 Sir; What thenn /- 
Dit. Wiy the hall de an your gg, in thees Mt | 
nutes, as m4 Pim He. 
Clin. O Jupiter Au 7 why 5 Sea 
Diel. A Gendeweman vy db ats all tho Whores in | 


Town, Sir. 
Bum Chhtber b,, It ue 
Clin. Vow. Poe you're welcome to EY 

Clin. jun. I thought, Brother, you ow'd ſo much to the 

Memory of m x Sr as to wear Mourning for his Death. 

Arlo Ldo, Foal; I wear. this becauſe I 

have the Eltate, and you wear that, becaufs you have 
not the Effate- Vou have Cause to mou deed, Bro- 

ther. Well, Brother, I'm glad to ſee) you, fare you well. 

Going. 

4 „ Nay, Brother; wigs ongping ? 

Clin, 4 M5 natural * tis for a Country A0 a 
impertinent Queſtions. Harkee, Sir, Ts 2 my Father 
dead ? 

Clin. jun. Ay, ay, to. my Sorrow. 

Clin. ſen; No Matter for that, he is dead; And; am 
not I a young | PRs extravagant Enghſo Heir ? 

Cliu. jun. Very right, Sir. F 

Clin. ſen, vans then, Sir, you may be ſute that Jar am 
going to the Jubilee, Sir. 

Clin. jun. Jubilee What's that ? — 

Clin. hems Jubiles Why the Jubilee 3 bf aich * 
don't know what it is. 

Dick. Why the Jubilee is the ſame Thing with our 
Lord-Mayor's-Day in the City there will be Pageants, 
and Squibbs, and | RornSberus, and all that, Sir. | 

Clin. jun. And muſt you go ſo ſoon, Brother? 

Clin, ſen, Ves, Sir, for I muſt -w a Moath in An- 
 fierdam, to ſtudy Poetry. 

Clin. jun. Then, I ſuf ppoſe, Brother, you. travel 
through Maſcaovy to learn Faſhions. Don't you, Brother? 

Clin. ſen. Brocher ! Prithee Robin, don't call me Bro- 
ther; Sir, will do every Jot as well. | 

Clin. jun. O Jupiter Ammon Why ſo? 

Clin. ſen. Becauſe People will imagine that you have 
C3 a Spight 


30 The ConsTAaNT Cour: Or, - 
a Spight at m -But, have you. ſeen py Couſin 
Angelica yet, anther Mother, che Lady Dar#ng 2c 
Clin. j Jun, No: My Dancing-Mafter ie with 

me yet. How ſhall I | Klute theta, Brother 7 ©) AS, - 7 
Clin. ſen. P'ſhaw, that's eaſy ; tis only two 

a Kiſs, and Your humble Servant : I'll tell you more 
when I « come Ton the Any n 8 


8 C E N E, Lady Darling? 5 Hoſe. 
| Enter wür 45 4 Litter. 


Wild. IKE Li gt and Heat incorporate wwe . 
We Ty the Night, and carſt the coming Day. 
Well, "if this Paper-kite flies ſure, I'm ſecure of my 
Game— ph the prettieſt Bordel I have ſeen ; a 
very ſtately genteel one ¶ Foolmen croſs the Stage.) Hey 
day ! Equipage too! Now for a Bawd by the Gurteſy, 
and a Whore with a Crarrf l. —-8 beam, I'm afraid 
I've miſtaken the Houſe. 


Enter Lady Darling. 
No; this muſt be the Bawd by her Bulk. 

Darl. Your Buſineſs, pray Sir? 

Wild. Pleaſure, Madam. | 

Dari. Then, Sir, you have no Buſineſs here. 

Wild. This Letter, Madam, will inform you farther ; 
Mr. Y:zard tent it, with his humble Service to your La- 
dyſhip. ; 

Dari. How does my Couſin, Sir ? 

Wild. wh her Coulin too, that's right Procureſs. 
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Tree, my Confin—— — Gentleman 
Wy —— N | 
A Hunble Servant,” 115 5 


— 4 
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1 Forms and Quaiity a 4 Calfictent 16 tor recom- | 


mend you any where; but what goes farther with me, is 
the Recommendation of ſo ſober a young Gentleman 
as my Couſin Fizard.' 

Wild. A Right ſanctig' d . on my Word. | 

Darl. Sir Harry, your Converſation with Mr. Vixard 
argues you-a Gentleman, free from the looſe and vicious: 
Carriage of the Town; I'll therefore call my Daughter. 

Wild. Now go thy Way for an illuſtrious Baud of 
Babylon 
rhe Devil would hardly know it of his Making. 


Rokr Darliog with Angelica. 


Darl. Pray Daughter uſe him civilly, ſuch Matches 
won't, offer every Day. | Exit. 
wild. O all ye Powers of Love! An Angel! Death, 
What Money have I got in my Pocket? I can't offer her 
leſs than twenty Guineas— and, by Jupiter, ſhe's 
worth a hundred. 

Angel. Tis he! The very ſame! And his Perſon agree- 
able as his Character, of good Hamour——TPray Heav'a 
his Silence proceed from Reſpect. 

Wild. How irmocent ſhe looks ? How wou'd that Mo- 
deſty adorn Virtue, when it makes even Vice look ſs 
charming ꝰ—— By Heav'n, there is ſuch a commanding 
Innocence in her Looks. that I dare not aſk the Queſtion. 
Angel. Now all the Charms of real Love and feign'd 


Indifference aſſiſt me to engage his Heart, for mine is 


loſt alread y. 
Wild. 


She dreſſes up a Sin ſo religiouſly, that 


a 2 nn 3 = 
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Wil. Madam — I, I —Z,00ns, I cannot 
ſpeak to here Bus fie 4 Whore, aud L will 

Madam, in ſhort, I, I. - Hypocriſy, Hypo- 
crily! What' «charming Sin a thou? | 

Angel. He is caught; now to ſecure my Conqueſt— 
I thought, Sir, you had Buſineſs to impart. | 

Wild. Buſineſs to-impart ! How nicely ſhe words it ! 

Ves, Madam, don't you, don't you love finging Birds, 
Madam? 


Angel. That s an odd Queſtion for a Lover—Yes, 
Sir. om: 
Wild. Why the, Nada, hes i is Neſt of the DR 
neſt Goldfinches- that ever chirpt in Os hrenty 
| young ones, I aſſure you, Madam | 
el. Twenty young ones? What then, Sir 5 
254 Why then, Madam, there are young 
ones——S'life, I think twenty is pretty fair. 
Angel. He's mad fure=——— Sir Harry. when you 
have learn'd more Wit and Manner, vou ſhall be wel- 
come here again. (Exit, 
Mila. Wit and Manners ! PO * Gad, now I conceive j 
there is a great deal of Vis and Manners in twenty Gui- 
neas I'm fure tis all the Mit and Manner, I have 
about me at prevent: WINE . I wo? 


* 


Enter Clincher.j junior, 15 Diaey. 


What the Devil's here? Another Couſin I warrant ye! 
Harkee, Sir, Can you lend me ten or twenty Guineas in- 
ſtantly, I'll pay you fifteen for them jn three Hours upon 
my Honour. 

Clin. juni, Theſe London Sparks are plaguy impudent ! 
This Fellow, by his Wig and Aſſurance, can be no leſs 
than a Courtier. | 

Dick, He's rather a Courtier by his borrowing. 

_ Clin. jun. Faith, Sir, I have not above five Guineas 
about me. - 

Wild. What Buſineſs have you here then, Sir? For, 
to my Knowledge, twenty won't be ſufficient. 

Clin. jun. Sufficient ! for what, Sir? 


Wild. 


9 1 - f x k 
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Wild. What, Sir ? Why, for that, Sir; What the 
Devil ſhould it be, Sir ? J know E Buſineſs, notwith-⸗ 


6 ſtanding all your Gravity, Sir. 
4 Clin. jun. My Buſineſs ! Why my Couſin lives here. 
T Mila I know your Couſin does. "live there, and V7. 
| | zard'sCoufin, and my Coufin, and every Body's Couſin. 
my — — Harkee, Sir, I ſhall return immediately, and if 
1 you offer to Touch her till I ae, 
| Throat, n LIES e 
, _ ol: Why the Man's mad fure ?. |; 
_ Dick. Mad, Sir? Ay, he's a Beau: , 
, Clin. A Beau'! What s that? Are all Madmen Beaux? 
Dick. No, Sir I But moſt Beaux are Madmen. But 

7 now for your Couſin; remember your Three Scrapes, a 

4 Kiſs, and LING humble Servant. 


en, as int the . 


5 | 

3 

8 1. C EN N. . he gran 
e Wildair; 3 Colon bee, 

| 

Stand. Q IR Ha g Sir Harry 

g «4 8 R Horry, Si in _ Colonel : Beſides, it 


you're in no better Humour than when I parted with you 
in the Park this Morning, your Company won 't be very. 
agreeable. 

Stand. You're a happy Man Sir Aires, who are ne- 
ver out of Humour: Can nothing move your Gall, 
Sir Harry? 

Mila. Nothing but Impoſibilicies which are the ſame. 
as nothing. 


y' | 4s 8 
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Stard What Impoſfibilitie ? 

Vill. The Reſurrect iot of my Father to Aifithbrkt me, 
or an Act of Parliament againſt wenehing. 'A Man of 
eight thouſand” Found per Annan to be vext! No, no; 
Anger and Spleen are Compamons for younger Brothers. 

- f * n eden [you Son of a 5 behind 

| ac 1 

Wilt. Why then wor wow'd j cdl bis Raſeal behind his 
Rück, and ſo we're even, _ Ke 
"| Stand. Bat ſuppoſe you had loſt be Mites p 
. Wild. Why. ther wou'd' Rt another, 

Stand. But ſupp diſcard by the Wort 

| you love ; that 100 U Anh trouble you, -* 

Wilt. Vou're miſtaken, Colonel; my Love is Walther 
romantically honourable, nor "rely mercebary, 'tis 
only a Pitch of Gratitude; while the loves me, I love 
her; when ſhe deſiſts the Obligation's void. 

Stand. But to be miſtaken in your Opinion, Sir, if 
me Lady urgebrii (only ſuppoſe it) had diſearded vou 
—1 ** only ſappole it—and had ſent your DP | 


Wil. p- aw that's another Impoſübility. 
Seed Are you ſure of that? _ 1 
Wild. Why twere ature; we're Fin- 
ger and "Thunb. Sir. 32 Nags io with me, ſings with 
me, plays with me, ſwears with me, lies with me. 
Stand. How, Sir? 
Wild. 1 mean in an Bonburable Way ; chat is, ſhe lies 
for me. In ſhort, we are as like one N as a I 
of Guineas. . 
Sad. Now that 1 e rape WY to the higheſt Pin- 
pacle of Vanity, will T give you ſo mortifying a Fall, as 
** daſh your OY to Picces——T pray your Honbur 
to peraſe theſe Papers. [Gives him the Packet. 
#18 11d. What i ist, the Mafter-Rol of your Regiment, 
1158 Colonel? ö 
FN S1and No, no; 'tis a Liſt of your Forces in your 
bar ahh and, for — Comtert, all diſ- 
anded, © 
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Mild. Prithee, good metaphorical Colonel, What dye 
Stand. Read, Sir, read; theſe are the Sybi/s Leaves 
that will unfold your Deſtin nn. 

Mild. So it be not a falſe Deed, to cheat me of uy 

Eitate, what care [opening the Pacquet] Humph ! 
* my hand! To the Lady Lurewe//-——What, evil hiſt 
| thou been tampering with to conjure up theſe Spirits? 
Stand, A certain Familiar of your Acquaintance, Sir. 
Wild. { Reading] Madam, my Paſſion——o 
natural your Beauty contending—— Force of F 


* 1 


Charms Mankind Eternal Admirer Vilaair ! 


„ 2 


* 


* 


] never was afham'd of my Name before. 
Stand, What, Sir Harry M ildair out of Humour? 
ha, ha, poor Sir Harry's more Glory in her Smile than 
in the Jubilee at Nome, ha, ha, ha; but then her Foot, 
Sir Harry, ſhe dances. to a Miracle ! ha, ha, ha; Fy, 
Sir Harry, a Man of your Parts write Letters not worth 
keeping ! what ſay'ſ thou, my dear Knight Errant? Ha, 
ha, ha; you may go ſeek Adventures now indeed. | 
Wild. Sing. Let her Wander, SS. 
Stand. You are ien to ſome Tune, Sir, blown up * 
with falſe Mufick, that's all. „„ 
Wild. Now why ſhould T be angry that a Woman is 
a Woman ? Since Inconſtancy and Falſhood are grounded 
in their Natures, how can they help it ? 
Stand. Then they muſt be grounded in your Nature ; 
for you and ſhe are Finger and Thumb, Sir. 
Mild. Here's a Copy of Verſes too: I muſt turn Poet 
in the Devil's Name—Stay——S$'death, What's here? 
This is her Hand. Oh the charming Character! My 
dear Wildair, [reading] That's = this huft bluff 
Colonel zhat's he is the rareſt Fool in Nature 
the Devil he is ! And as fuch have I us'd him 
avith all my heart, faith——I had no better way of let- 
ting you know that I lodge in Pall. Mall, near the Holy 
Lamb Colonel, I'm your humble Servant. 
Stand. Hold, Sir, you ſhan't go yet; I ha'nt deli- 
ver'd half my Meſſage, 
Wild. Upon wy Faith but you have, Colonel. 
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Stand. Well, well, own your Spleen, out wich it; I 
know. you're like to burſt, , . „„ 

"File. I am fo, by Gad; Ha, ba: TR 8 

i | 1 [Laugh ind point at "one anther. 
| Gn" Ay, with alk! my Heart; Ha, N. Well, 

= well, that's all forc'd, Sir Harry. 

_-:-- . Wild. I was never better Pleas d in all my Lite, by | 

. Jupiter. : 

+ Stand. Well, Sir 8 „ ti Prudence” to hide your 
Concern, when there's no © Help: for't; —But to be ſe- 
rious now, the Lady has ſent you back all yours Papers 
there—1 was ſo ruſt as not to look upon em. 

. Wild. 1 am glad on't, Sir; for there were ſome Things 
that I would not have you ſe. 

Stand. All this ſhe has done for my fake; and I defire 
you would decline any farther Pretenſions for your own 
ſake. So honeſt, good- -natur'd Sir Harsy, | Fai your hum- 
ble Servant. 

Mild. Ha, ha, ha, poor Colonel 3 the Delight 
of an ingenious Mifre/5s! What a Life and Briſkneſs it 
adds to an Amour, like the Loves of mighty Jove, ſtill 
ſaing in different Shapes. A Legerd main Miſtreſs, who 
Preſto, paſs, and the vaniſh'd ; then th in an inſtant, 
in N. Arms -— 2900 | I: | [ Going. 
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Pie, Well met, Sir Harry ; What News from the 
© Ifland of Love? | 
Mill. Faith we made but a broken Voyage by your 
Cart; but now I am bound for another Port: I told 
you the Colonel was my Rival. 
Fiz. The Colonel! Curs'd Misfortune ! another ! 
5 [A lade. 
Wild. But the civileſt in the World; he brought me 
| Word where my Miſtreſs lodges ; ws Story s too long 
1 to tell you now, for J muſt fly. 
11105 Vix. What! Have you siven over all Thoughts of 
63118 Angelic GG 
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11d. No, no; I'll think of her ſome other Time. 
But now for the Lady Lurewell ; Wit and Beauty _ 
| | That 


a Trip to the J uE 18 . 


That Miſtreſs ne er can pall her Lover's Foys, n 
Wieſe Wit can aubet, whene'er her Beauty 2 e ap 
Her little am rous Frauds all Truths excel; . 
And make as e, being 4 „ fo well. 25 

| [Bair 


Via. folus be _—The Colonel my Rival too! How 
ſhall J manage ? There is but one Way him and 


the Knight will I ſet a tilting,” where one cuts t'other's 
Throat, and the Survivor's hang'd : So there will be two . 
Rivals pretty decently diſpos'd of. Since Hotiour may- 
oblige them to play the Fool, why ſhould not Neceſſity 
enge me to 1 the Knave'? e 2 


SCENE, Lurewell's Lodgings. 
| Lurewell „ ©: HE 
Lure. AS my Servant brought me the Money FIRE 
my Merchant? a 
Parl. No, Madam: He met Alderman Smuggler at 
Charing-Croſs, who has promis'd to wait on you melt 
immediately. 
Lure. Tis odd, that this-old Rogue ſhou'd pretend to 
love me, and at the ſame Time cheat me of my Money, 
Parl. Tis well, Madam, if he don't cheat you o 


your Eſtate; for you ſay, the Writings are in his 1 
Lure. But what Satisfaction can I get of him? 


Enter Smugeler. 1 
Mr. Alderman, your Servant: Tons you brought me any 
Mopey' . 
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Smug. Faith, Madam, trading is very dead; what 
with * the Taxes, raiſing the Cuſtoms, Loſſes at 
Sea Abroad, and maintain ing our Wives ax Home, the 
Bank is redue'd very low. | 
Lure. Come, come, Sir, theſe Evaſions won't ſerve 
your Turn; I muſt have Money, Pc bope you 
don't de ſign to cheat me. 
' - Smug. Cheat you, Madam, I have been an honek Ci- 
tizen theſe-five and thirty Years! | 
Lure. An honeſt Citizen! bear Witnels, Part! 1 | 
ſhall trap him in more Lies preſently -Come, Sir, 
R tho“ I'm a Woman, I can take a Courſe. | 
Smug. What Courſe, Madam, You'll = to Law, will 
ye? I can maintain a Suit of Law, be it right or wrong, 
theſe forty Years, I'm ſure of that, thanks to the honeſt 
Practice of the. Cour ts. ; 
9 Sir, I'M blaſt your Reputation and ſo ruin your 
Credit 
Smug. Blaſt my Reputation ! He, he, he: Why I'm 
a religious Man, Madam, I have been very inſtrumental 
in the Reformation of Maitners. Ruin my Credit ! Ah, 
or Woman: There is but one Way, Madam 
ou have a ſweet leering Eye. 
ure. You inſtrumental in the Reformation ! How ? 
Smug. I whipt all the Whores, Cut and Long-Tail, out 
: of the Pariſh, Ah that leering Eye Then J woted 
For pulling down the Play. Houſe =—— Ah that Ogle, 
that Ogle! Then my own pious — that 
Lip, that Lip. | 
Lure. Here's a religious Rogue for you now ! As 
I hope to be ſav'd, I have a good Mind to beat the old 
Mionſter. 
x  Smug. Madam, I "Wn brought you about a B 
1 and ſifty Guineas (a great deal of Money, as CIs go) 
Wy | and | 
i Lure. Come, give it me. 
I | Emug. Ah, that Hand, that Hand ; that pretty ſoft, 
(ht white——T have brought it, you ſee : : But the Con- 
= dition of the Obligation is ſuch, that whereas that leering 
Eye, that pouting "_ that pretty ſoft Hand, that 
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t you underſtand me, you undergo,” I'm ſare you. ny ; 

t you little Rogue 

e Lure. Here's a Villain now, ſo covetous, that he won't 
Wench upon his own Coſt, but would bribe me with ny 

e own Money. I will be reveng 8 my Word, 

u Mr. Alderman, you make me ven ; hat d' ye *, 

r T 
* l Smug. See here, . { Pats a Piece of Monty in 

F his Month.) buſs and Guinea, daſs and Guinea, baſi and 
1 Guinea. 
r. Lure. Well, Mr. Aldermas, you have ſuch pretty: 1 
| low Teeth, and green Gums. that I will, Ha, ha, ha, 
U ha. 
g. Smug. Will you, indeed ; He, ke, he, my lietle Co- 
| quet; and when, and where, and how? 

Lure. Twill be a difficult Point, Sir, to ſecure both 

ar our Honours, you muſt therefore be difguis'd, Mr. Al. 
derman. 
5 Smug. P'ſhaw! No Matter, I'm an old Fornicator, 
al I'm not half ſo religious as I ſeem to he. Youlittle 
h, Rogue, why I'm diſguis d as I am ; our Sanity is all 
_— Outſide and Hypoeri/y.. 

” Lure. No Man is ſeen to come into this Houſe Ae 18 
> Night fall; you muſt therefore ſaeak in, when 'cis dark, 
oo in Woman's Cloaths, 
ed „ Smug. I, gad ſo, cod fo——1 have a Suit a Parpote, 
je, my little Coquet, Ilove to be diſguis'd; I cod I make 
at a very handſome Woman, I cod I do. 

As Enter Servant, whiſpers Lurewell. 
Id Lure. Oh! Mr. Alderman, all I beg you to walk 
into next Room, here are ſome Strangers coming up. 
ed _ Buſs and Guinea firſt, ah my | little . 
70) LEæit. 
Eater Wildair. 

Wild. My Life, my Soul, my all that Heav'n can give. 
fft, P Lure. Death's Life with * ; without thee, Death to 
Sy ine. 
ing Welcome, my dear Sir Harry, 1 ſee you got my Di- 


Mes rections. 
you „ 1 


wo 


40 The Cons TanT Covp LE: Or, 
Will. Directions! in the moſt charming Wander; 5 
4 thou dear Matchia vel of Intrigue. | 

Lure. Still briſk and airy I find, Sir Hey. ae 

' Wild. The Sight of you, Madam, __ my Air, and 

makes Joy lighten in my Face. Wh] 

Lure. I have a thouſand Queſtions to aſk 4 12 * 
Hers „ How do you like France.? 

Wild. Ah ! eft le plus beau pais du monde. 

Lure. Then what made you leave it fo ſoon ? 

Wild. Madam, Vous Voyex gui je vous ſuy partout. 

Lure. O Monfieur, je voux ; ſuis fort obligee— But 
where's the Court now ? 

Wild. At Marli, Madam. 

Lure. And where my Count Le.Valier "TIF | 

Wild. His Body's in the Church of No fire Dame 3 I 
don't know where his Soul is. | 

Lure. What Diſeaſe did he die of? 

Wild. A Duel, Madam, I was his Doctor. 

Lure. How d'ye mean? 

Wild. As moſt Doctors do, Ikilfd him. 

Lure. En Cavalier, my dear Knight-Errant, well; 
And how ? And how ? What Intrigues, what Gallantries 
are carrying on in the Beau Monde ? 

Wild. I ſhould aſk you that Queſtion, Madam, fince 
your Ladſhip makes the Beau Monde wherever you come. 

Lure. Ah! Sir Harry, I've been almoſt ruin'd, peſter'd 

to Death here by the inceflan Attacks of a mi hey Co- 
| lone], he has belieg'd me as cloſe as our Army did Namur. 

Wild. 1 hope your Ladyſhip did not ſurrender tho'. | 
Lure. No, no; but was forc'd to capitulate : But ſince 

| you are come to raiſe the Siege, we'll dance, and ling, 
and laugh. | 
Wild. And love, and kiſs—— Montrez moy volre 
Gauer. 

Lure. Attande, Attande en peu I remember, 
Sir Harry, you promis'd me in Paris, never to alk that 
' 1mpertinent Queſtion again. 

#Fild. P'ſhaw, Madam, that was = REM two Months 
ago; beſides, Madam, I reaties made in France are ne- 
ver kept. | 
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Lare. Wou'd you marry me, Sir Harry? © 
Wild. Oh! LM Marriage of u une Grande 72 .—— 
but I will marry you. 

Lure. Your Word, Sir, is not to be rely'd. on: if a 
Gentleman will forfeit his Honour in Dealings of Buſineſs, 
we may reaſonably ſuſpect his Fidelity in an Amour. 
Nia. My Honour in Dealings of Bufinefs ! why, 
Madam, I never had any Buſineſs in all my Life. 

Lure. Ves, Sir Harry, I have heard a very odd Story, 
and am forry, that a Game _ your Figure, Wis 
undergo the Scandal. 

Wild. Out with it, Madam. 

Lure. Why the Merchant, Sir, that wrankmitted your 
Bills of Exchange to you in France, complains of ſome 
indirect and diſhonourable Dealings. 

Wild. Who, old Smuggler “ | 

Lure. Ay, ay: you know him, I find. 

Wild. J have no leſs than Reaſpn, I think; ; why the 
Rogue has cheated me of above five hundred Pound with- 
in theſe three Vears. | 

_ Lure. Tis your Buſineſs then, to acquit yourſelf pub- 
lickly, for he ſpreads the Scandal every where. 

Wild. Acquit my {elf publickly ere, Sirrah, 
my Coach, I'll drive inſtantly into the City, and cane 
the old Villain round the Roya/ Fæchange; he ſhall run. 
the Gantlet through a thouſand broſhe . and fux- 
ma] Cravats. F.: 

Lure. Why he is in the Houſe now, — 

Wild, What, in this Houſe? : 

Lure. Ay, in the next Room. 

Wild. Then, Sitrah, lend me your Cudgel. | 

Lure. Sir Harry, you won't raiſe a Diſturbance. 1 in my 
Houſe? 

Willd. Diurbanee, Madam, no, no; I'll heut him 


with the Temper of a Philoſopher ; here, Mrs. Party, 


ſhew me the Gentleman. % 
(Exit with Parly. 


Lure. Now ſhall 1 get the old Monſter well beaten, and 
Sir Harry peſter'd next Term with Bloodſheds, Batteries, 


Colts and Damages, Sollicitors and Attornies; and if they 


3 don't 
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don't teize bim out we Has in; good Rea Pl] never plot 
gin. 0 1 rd 


8 c E N E Cubes i to ab: Room in 1 | 
ſame * * 


"ia Smugeler. | 


This damn'd Tide-waiter ! A Ship af Cargo 
worth five thouſand Pound ge tis richly 


0 


worth five hundred Perjuries. 


Enter Wildair. 


Wild, Dear Mr. Alderman, I'm. your moſt devoted and 
humble Servant. 

Smug. My beſt F riend, Sir Harry, "uu! re welcome to 
England. ' — 
Mila. I' aſſure wn, Sir, there's not a Man in the 


King's Dominions I'm gladder to meet. 


Smug. O Lord, Sir, you Travellers have the moſt 
obliging Ways with you. 

Wild. There is a Buſineſs, Mr. eee fall'n out, 
which you may oblige me infinitely by I am very 
ſorry that l'am forc'd to be troubleſome ; but Neceſſity, 
Mr. Alderman. 

Smug. Ay, Sir, as you ay. Neceſſity But upon 
my Word, Sir, I'm very ſhort of Maur, at preſent ; 
but | 

Wild. That's not the Matter, Sir, I'm above an Ob- 
ligation that Way ; but the Buſineſs is, I'm reduc'd to an 
indiſpenſible Neceflity-of being oblig'd to you for a Beat- 

ing Here, take this Cudgel, 
Smug. A — Sir Harry "0 da! ha, I beat a 
Knight 


arp rote Ban ee ing. 
Knight Baronet ] an Alderman turn Cadgel-Player; Ha 
: ha, ha. ; 


Wild. Upon my Word, Sir, you muſt beat me, or 


III cudgel you; take your Choice. 


Smug. P ſhaw, p'ſhaw, you et. | 
Wild. Nay, tis as ſure as Fate? 7, Aldermay, 1 tape 


you'll pardon my Cariofity.- 


Smug. Curioſity 1 Douce uke your Curioſity, Sir; 


What d'ye mean? 


Wild. Nothing at all: Tim bur 4 in Jeſt; Sir. 


Smug. O, I can take any ed 2 Jef 4 but a Ilan 
180 e, chat you 


might 1 imagine by the Smartneſs 


were in downright Earneſt. 


Wild, Not in the leaft, Sir, ( frite bim ) not in the 


leaſt, indeed, Sir. 


Smug. Pray, good Sir, no more of your Jelts, for 
they are the blunteſt Jeſts that I ever knew. 


Wild. Hrites I heartily” beg your Pardon with all 


my Heart, Sir. 


Smugp. "Pardon, Sir; well Sir, that is Satisfaction enough ; 
from a Gentleman; but ſeriouſly now, if you paſs any 


more of your Jeſts upon me, I ſhall an 


Wild. I humbly beg your Permi on to break one 3 


two more. . .  [frifing him, 

Smug. O Lord, Sir. you'll 3 my Bones: Are 
you Mad, Sir? Marder, . Felony, Manſlaughter. Fs. 

[Wild. &nocks him down. 

Willd. Sir, I beg you ten thouſand. Pardons ; but I am 


abſolutely compell'd to't upon my Honour, Sir; nothing 
can be more averſe to my Inclinations, than to jeſt with 


my honeſt, dear, loving, obliging Friend, the A/derman, 


| [Striking him all this while, Smu ggler tumbles a 


over and over, and Sales out his Pocket- Book 
on the Flacr;, Lurewell enters, takes it up. 
Lure. The old Rogue's Pocket-Book, this may.be of 


uſe. [ Aſae l O Lord, Sir Harry 8 marderng the 
poor old Man—— : 
Smug. O dear Madam, I was beaten in Jeſt, aul I 


am — in good Earneſt. 
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Lare. Well, well! T bring you off Jenior: Traber, 


Fr apes. | 
8 Smug. O for Charity” 8 ſake,. Madam, Reſcue a Poor 
- itizen. 
1 O eee barharous Man [ Hold, bold, Aer | 
2. I wonder you are net aſham'd, 
755 er Wild. r. reverend honeſt 1 
Helps & mig. oy 13 


makes me werp to ſee him in this 

Condition, poor Man! Now the N ke 2% Sir 

Harry for not beating Wel, my 
you: ſhall come at Nike, and I'll make you 

Amends. 
Smug. I will — Amend before I leave the Place : 
Sir, How dunſt you uſe, me thus? 

Wild. Sir ? [Here Str Harry takes Snuff. 
FSnug. Sir, I ſay, I will have Satisfaction. | 
Wild. With all my Heart. [Throws Snuff in his Eyes. 
Sang. O Murder, Blindneſs, Fire: © Madam, Ma- 

dam, get me ſome. Water, Water, Fite, Fire, Water. 
ye ee N [Exit avith a 

Id. How is, mloniing 48 jay vi ut 
Paſlion 7 * the I" of ee, | 


aries Plat PR 0 Buſineſs 2 8 
And fertling Publick Duvet, loſe their own. 
Let Solliers dradge and fight for Pay or Fame; 
Por, aubes they're ſport, I think tis much the ſa me. 

Let Scholars vor their Brains «vith Mood and Terk 
And, mad with Str ength o 45 Reaſon, Fools commence ; 
 Lofong vheir Wits in fearc bing after 2 
Meir Summam Bonum ey auf, toil to 3 hal 

Aud, feeking Pleaſure, ſpend their Life in Pain. 

7 make the moſt of Life, wo four miſpent 3 
Pueaſire tube Means, athil Pleaſure is my End. 

No Spleen, no Trouble Hall my Time Jeftroy. | 

Lifts but a _ * enjoy: [Exit. 
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SCENE, Tze Street. 


| Enter Standard and Vizard. 
"1141 STANDARD. 


Bring him Word mow ſhe lodg'd! 11 the 
= „ Rival in the World! tis impoſ- 
- 8 
Mix. I mall urge it no further, Sir; I 
only thought, Sir, that my Character in 
the World might add Authority to wy 
Words, without ſo many Repetitions. 
Stand. Pardon me, Dear Yizard—— Our Belief. frug- 
gles hard, before it can be brought to yield to the Diſad- 
- vantage of what we love; *tis fo great an Abuſe to our 
Judgment, that it makes the Faults of our Choice. our 
own Failing. Bat what ſaid Sir Harry? 
Viz. He pitied the poor credulous Colonel, laugh'd 
heartily, flew away with- all the Raptures of a Bride- 
groom, NG: theſe Lines: 


A Miſtreſs ne'er can pall ber Lower's Toys 
Whoje Wit can whet aubene er her Beauty clays. 


Stand. 4 Miſtreſs. ne er can pall : / By all my Wrongs 
he whores her! And I'm made their Property. Venge- 
ance! Vigard, you muſt carry a Note from me to Sir 


Haxrr 
* Vix. 


46 De Cons TAuT Cour IE: Or, 


has. What a Challenge ! I hope you don't defign to 

"Stand, What! wear the Livery of my King, and 
ocket an Aﬀront! twere an Abule to bis pom Maje- 
y 3 a Soldiers Sword, Lord, thou'd ſtart of itlelf to 
ares "ts Mafters Wrong. * | 
Pix. However, Sir, I think it not proper for me to 
carry any fuch Meſſage between Friends. 

Stand. I have ne'er a Servant here. What ſhall I do? 
Pix. There's Tom Errand, the Porter that plies at 
| the Blue Pofis, who knows Sir Harry and his Haunts 
very well; you may ſend a Note dy bim. vi 

Sand. Here, you Friend. 

Vix. I have now ſome Buſineſs, and ma take my 
- "5 I would adviſe you nevertheleſs againſt this Af- 
© on 
Stand. No whiſpering now, nor telling of Friends to 
2 us. He that diſappoints a Man of an honourable 

evenge, may love him foolifhly like a With but never 
value him as a Priend, 

Fiz. Nay, the Devil take him that parts you, "fay J. 

Ei. 


Enter Porter running. 


Err. Did yeur Honour call a Porter? 

Stand. Is your Name Tom Errand! 

Err. People call me fo, an't like your Worſhip 

Stand, Dye know Sir Harry Wildair ? | 

Err. Ay, very well, Sir! He's one of my Mafters 
many a-round Half Crown have T had of his Workfhip : 

_ He's newly come home frome France, Sir. 

Stand. Go to the next Coffee-Houſe, and wait for me. 
O Woman, Woman, how bleſt is Man, when favoured 
by your Smiles? and how accurft, when all theſe Smiles 
are found * wanton Baits to ſooth us to Deſtruction? 


Thus our chief Fays, with baſs Alla) s, are curfl, 


And our 2 Things, when once corrupted, wor ft, [Ex 
t. 


- Enter 


Fer 
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Enter Witdair, and Clincher Senior following. 


Clin: ſen. Sir, Sir, Sir, having ſome Fassa of Fun. 


portance to communicate to you, I-would beg your At- 
tention to a trifling Affair that I would impart to you. 


Pild. What is your tilting: Buſineſs of W 


pray. ſweet Sir? 


Clin. ſen. Pray Lie, Are the Roads deep berwoen this 
and Paris! | 


Wild, Why that Queſtion, a | 

Clin. ſen. Becauſe, I defign.to go to the Fubilee, Sir. 
] underitand that you are a Traveller, Sir; there is an 
Air of Travel in the Tie of your Cravat, Sir, there is 
indeed, Sir! ſuppoſe,” Sir, you bought this Lace in 


Fianders. 


mild. No, Sir, this Lace vas made in Norway. 

Clin. ſin Norway, Sir! 

Wild. Yes Sir, of he Shavings of Deal-Boards. | 

Clin. ſen. That's very ſtrange now, Faith. Lis 
made of the Shavings of Deal-Boards ; I Gad, Sir, you 
Travellers ſee very itrange Things Abroad, very incre- 


dible Things abroad, indeed. ell I'll have a Cravat 


of that very ſame Lace before I come home. 

Mild. But, Sir, what Preparations have you made 
for your Journey ? ? 

Clin. ſen. A Caſe of Pocket-Piſtols for the Bravo — 
and a Swimming- Girdle. 

IVild. Why theſe, Sir ? 


Clin, ſen. O Lord, Sir, I'll tell you Suppoſe os in 
Rome now; away goes I to ſome Ball—for III be a 
mighty Beau. Then as I ſaid, I go to fome Ball, or 
ſome Bear-baiting, tis all one you know—then comes 
a fine Italian Bona Reba, and plucks me by the Sleeve, 
Seignior Angle, Seignior Angle ſhe's a very fine Lady, 
obſerve that Seignior Angle, ſays ſhe, Seigmora, 
ſays I, and trips after her to the Corner of a Street, ſup- 
poſe it Ru el. Strełt here, or any other Street; then you 
know I muſt invite her to the Tavern, I can do no leſs- 
There up comes a Bravo; the /talian grows ſaucy, and 
I give him an Engl i Douſe of the Face. I can box, Sir, 
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box tightly, I was a Prentice, Sir, but then, Sir, he 


Whips out his Silletto, and I whips out my Bull Dog— 


flaps him through, trips down Stairs, turns the Corner 
of Refol Arect again, and whips me into the Ambaſſador's 
Train, and there I'mas ſafe as a Beau behind the Scenes. 
_ Wild. Was your Piſtol charg'd, Sir? | 
Clin. /en. Only a Brace of Bullets, that's all, Sir; I 


deſign to ſhoot ſeven Halian, a Week, Sir. 


744d. Sir, you won't have Provocation. 

Clin. ſen. Provocation, Sir ! Zauns, Sir, I'll kill any 
Man for treading: upon my Corns, and there will be a 
deviliſh Throng of People there; they ſay, that all the 
Princes of Italy will be there. | 

Wild. And all the Fops and Fidlers in Europe—But 
the Uſe of your Swimming-Girdle, pray Sir ? 

Clin. ſen. O Lord, Sir, that's eaſy. Suppoſe the Ship 


caſt away; now, whilſt other fooliſh People are buſy, at 


their Prayers, I whip on my Swimming: Girdle, clap a 
Month's Provifions into my Pockets, and ſail me away, 
like an Egg ina Duck's Belly And hark'ee, Sir, 
I have a new Project in my Head. Where d'ye think 


my Swimming- Girdle ſhall carry me y_ this Occaſion ? 
*Tis a new Project. : 


Wild. Where, Sir? | 
Clin. ſen. To Civita Vecebia, Faith and Troth, and 


. to ſave the Charges of my Paſſage! Well, Sir, you 


muſt pardon me now, I'm going to ſee my Miſtreſs. 
Wild. This Fellow's an accompliſh'd Aſs before he 
go es Abroad. Well; this Angelica has got into my 
eart, and I can't get her out of my Head, I muſt pay 
her other Viſit. | 


—_ 
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S 0 E N V'E, Lady Darling” 5 Ha 


Angelica Glu, 


Ang. Nhappy State of Woman ! whoſe chief Virs 
tue is but Ceremony, and our much boaſted 
Modeſty but a ſlaviſh Reſtraint. The ſtrict Confine- - 
ment on our Words makes our Thoughts ramble more; 
and what preſerves our outward Fame, deſtroys our in- 
ward Quiet is hard that Love ſhould be deny'd 
the Privilege of Hatred; that Scandal and Detraction 
ſhou'd be ſo much indulg d, yet Sacred Love * * 
. our Converſation. $7 44-4 | 


Bn nter Darling. Clincher j jun. and Dicky. Lad 


Darl. This is my Daughter, Couſin. 

Dick. Now, Sir, rememher your three Scra 

Clin. [Saluting Ang. ] One, Two, Three, [Me. op 
Your humble 8 Was not that right, Dicky ? 
Dick. Ay, Faith, = but way don't en ſpeak t to 


her? 


Clin. jun. 1 beg your Pardon, Dichy. 1 know my 
1 1 would you have me Mar to a Lady at the 
rſt Sight. | 
: WE Ay, Sit by all Means 3 che firſ Aim is the 
ure : 
Clin. jun, Now for a good Jeſt, to make her laugh 


. ter Ammon TI give her a Kiſs, 
* (ee om ber. 
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Enter eus interpoſing. 


Clin. Jun. Wbat hs Devil as W 8 its 
Again, | 
84 + Blefs me, Couſin! What dkze mean? Affront 

a Genfleman of Hs Quality in my Houſe? 

Clin. jun. Quality ! Why, Madam 1 don't know 
what you mean by your Madmen, and your Beaux, and 
your Quality. They re all alike I believe. 

Darl. Pray, Sir, walk with me into the next Roam. 

[Exit Datl. teading Clin. Dick Follows. 

Ang. Sir, if your Converſation be no more agreeable 
than twas the laſt Time, I would adviſe you to make it 
as ſhort as you can. 

'W:1d. The Offences of my laſt Veit, an bore 
their Puniſhment in the Commiſſion; and have made 
me as uneaſy till I receive Pardon, as your Ladyfhip 

can be till I ſue for it. a 

Ang. Sir Harry, I did not well underſtand the Ot. 
ſence, and maſt · thᷣerefore proportion it to the Greatneſs 
of your Apology: If you wou d therefore have me think 
it light, take uo great Pains in an Excuſe. 

Vill. How ſweet moſt be the Lips that guard that 
Tongue then, Madam, no more of paſt Offences, let 
us prepare ſor Joys to come; let this ſeal my Pardon, 
. ber hand. / And this [again] initiate me to fat- 


Hap 
Arg. 1 Queſtion, Sir Harry ; and 
pray anſwer me plainly, D'ye 1 — me? 
Vila. Loye you Does Fire aſcend ? Do Hypocrites 
diſſemble ? Uſurers love Gold, or Great Men Flattery'? 
| _ theſe, then queſtian chat 1 Love. | 

ng. This hews your Lallantry, Sir, but not your 


mill. View) your own Charms, Madam, then judge 
my Paſſion; your Beauty! raviſhes my Eye, your Voice 
wy 


=: 


Man mad, S'death, Are not yew pda u 


te; 
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my iis and your Techn bd thrill'd my ER... 5 


Soul. 
Ang. If your Words be . dein 8 rs 


raiſe an equal Flame in me. 
Mild. Naytcthen —.—1 ſeize 


Ang. Hold, Sir; tis alſo poſfible, to W deteſt 


and ſcorn you worls than the moſt * of your de- 
ceiving Sex. 
Wild. Hal A node Turm this: I hope, Madam, 


you only affect Anger, becauſe yow know your Frowns 


are becoming. 

Ang. Sir . being the beſt judge ar 
own Deſigns, can beſt underſtand: whether my Anger 
ſnould be real or diſſembled; think what ſtrict Moagſy 
ſhou'd bear, then jndge of my Reſentments. 

Mila. Strict Modeſty ſhould bear Why, Faith, Madam, 
I believe the RriQtelt:Mode/y may bear fifty Guineas.and 
4 don't believe *twill:bear one RO more. — 

Ang. What d' mean; Sir. n 

E Nay: Mauam, Whät do . 5f h ag 
to that? Ide. now. ine eee 
for your ſiri&& Ade fy, a you: calk it. 

Arg. Tis more — Sir. Harry, to charge 
Ines cincr of Man of your Figure; on — in in 
* aderſtunding. thaw-on it: want of . e 
afraid you're mad, Sir. 


Hild Why," Mae, you'reoenotigl to! area 


Aug. What, rr fo grunt 21h 6 
Wat * Le - Mag if you 


will have it 


Ang, I ſhall never hereafter truſt . common Report, 
which fepreſefted you, Sir, a. Man of Honous, 


and Breeding ; for 1 find you very deficient in them all. 


Arzt. 
Wild, ſolus. Now 1 find that the ſtrict Pretences 
which the Ladies of Pleaſure make to ſtrict Modeſiy, is 
the *. why thoſe of Quality are aſham' d to hs it. 
2 | ater 


„* oo. ooo 


t * 
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_— + 


15 Vizard. 


Pix. Ah, Sir Harry, 100 en you! ? Well, and 
what Succeſs ? 
1/i1d. Succeſs ! tis a ſhame for you young. Fellows i in 
_ Town here, to let the Wenches grow ſo faucy..I of- 
fer'd her fifty Guineas, and-ſke..was.in her Airs preſent- 
ly. I cou'd have, two Counteſſes in Paris for half the 
Money, and Fe wous remercis into the Bargain. 
Vix. Gone in her Airs, ſay you? And * 10 en 
follow her ? 
Mild. Whither ſhould I follow her !.. 8 
Vix. Into her Bed-Chamber, Man. She went on 
purpoſe. You a Man of Gallantry, and not underſtand 
that a Lady's beſt Pleas'd whenthe puts on her Airs, as 
you call it. 
pill. She talk'd to me of niet Modeſty, and, Stuff. 
; Vi. Certainly moſt: Women mäguify their Modeſty, 
for the ſame Reaſon that Cowards:boaſt their, Courage, 
becauſe they have leaſt on't. Come, come, Sit Horry, 
when you make your next Aſſault, encourage your 
Spirits with briſk Burgundy; if you ſucceed, | tis well; 
if not, you have a fair ' Excuſe; for our Rudeneſs, | III 
go in, and make your Peace for what's paſt. Oh! 1 
had almoſt: forgot Col. Standard um 10 ſpeak 
with you about ſome Buſineſs. .- WA 
Mild. Iul wait upon * preſently „ Dye kKbow 
where he may be found? Lat asl“ 
Vie. In the Piazza of Seb Gg, hs an Hour 
Hence, I promis'd to ſee him, and there you may meet 
him; to have your Fhroat cut. LA. PII go in and 
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l | intercede for you. } 
8h, Wild. But no foul Play with ARE Lady, Bard 4 

| | | | 19k ; & il. 
| vn. No fair Ply, 1 can aſſure 5 {fs 
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5 c E N E. * 2 Are Euewelte 


a: e Clinch,” Sem, and Le Co- 
N the Paley. - 


| + ack li, sand. 
Stand. $ 


2 fl n 


hat daring Reaſon which ſo oft pretends 


to queſtion Works af. high-Q mnipotence, yet poorly 


truckles, to. our weakeſt Paſhons, and yields implicit 
Faith to fooliſh Love, payin blind Zeal to faithleſs 
Woman's Eyes. I have heard her Falſnood with ſuch 
preſſing Proofs, that I no longer ſhou'd diſtruſt it. Vet 
til” my Love wou'd baffle Demonſtration, and make fm: 
poffbiſities ſeem probable. ¶ Loaks wp 4% Ha! chat Fool 
too,! What ! ſtoop fo low as 185 Animal Tis true, 
Women once fallin, like Cowards in Defpair, will tick 


at nothing, there" $ no Medium in their Actions: They 


muſt be bright. as Angels, or black as Fiends, But 
now for my Revenge, I'll kick her Cully before her 
Face, call her a hore, Curfe the- whole Sex, and ſo 


leave. her. [Goes in. 


etaeart; comes down with Clincher. The Scene 
changes t to a Dining- Room. 
Lure. O Lord, Sir, tis my Huſband : What will be- 
come of you? 
Clin, Eh ; your Huſband ! Oh, I ſhall be murdered : 


What ſhall I do ? where ſhall I run? I'll creep into an 
E 3 _ Oven; 


INN 3 is Reaſon i in Diſputes” of 15861 | 
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Oven ; I'll climb up the Chimney ; I'll fy; I'll ſwim; 

* Wr wiſh to the Lord I were at the Jubilee now 
3 ra t a think of be? Thing, 3 5 


E - "3% 1 Tom Errand. {375 AR. 
What Pl you want, Sir? 
Erra. Madam, I am looking for Sir Harry Wildair $ 

I ſaw him come here this Morning ; and did i 8 85 4 
might be here ſtill. 8 


rn Frig oh bange Gd 
TRE, you half a 


with this Gentleman, quickly: 
Clin. Ay, ay, quickly ip: 1 
Crown, Come here: So. [They change Cloaths, 
Lure. Now lip you, IG Clinch, ] down Stairs, and 
wait at the Door till my Huſband'be gone; and get you 
in there [to the en till J call you. 
5 LPs s Erratid' i inte egy Noot. 


* 
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Oh, Sir ! Are you come? I FI] was how 1 ou 
have the Confidence to approach me after ſo baſe a Trick. 
Stand. O, Madam! all your Artifices won't prevail, 

Lure. Nay, Sir, your Artifices won *f avail; T thought, 
Sir, that 1 gaveyou Caution enough againſt troubling me 
with Sir Harry Wildair's. Company, when I ſent this 
Letter back by you: Yet you, forſooth, mult tell him 
where I lodg'd, and expoſe me again to his impertinent 
Courtſhip. 

Stand. I expoſe you to his Courtſhip ! | 
Lure. I'll lay my Life you'll deny it now: Come, 
Come, Sir, a pitiful Lie 1s as ſcandalous to a Red-Coat, as 
an Oath to a Black. Did not Sir Harry himſelf tell me, 
that he ſound out by you where T lodg d: 

Stand. Vou' re all Lies: Firſt, your Heart i is falſe, your 

Eyes are double; one Look belies another: And then 
| your Tongue does contradict them all Madam, I 
ſee a little Devi] juſt now hammering out a Lie in your 
Pericranium. | 

Lure. As 1 hope for Mercy, he's in the right on't. 
| . Hold, Sir, you have got the Play-Houſe Cant 


upon 


Wo 4 Be ag —4 


WA 
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upon | your To ue; and think that Wir may privilege 
— Railing But' 1 muſt tell you, Sir; that what is da- 
oy up — ape, -15 ill Manners here.. 
Stand. What is feigt 
lity real Falſhood. Lee, yes, Madam -I expos'd 
you to the Courtſhip of your Fool Clincher too? I hope 
you Female Wiles will impoſe that upon me—a ſo—- 
Lure Ciinchor ! Ney now zs fark Mad. 'Tknow 
no ſuch Perſon. : 75 
Stand. O Women in PerfeRtion! not 560 bi life, 
Madam, can my Eyes, my piercing jealous Eyes de ſo 
deluded ? Nay, Madam, my Noſe cou'd not miſtake him; 


for I ſmelt the Fop, by | his En 1 the Balcony 


down tothe Street. 


Lure. The'Balcony | Ha. ha) ka dhe Balcony “ TI 


de hang'd but he has miſtaken Sir Harry Wildair's. Foot- 
man, with a new French Livery, for a Beau. 

Stand. 'S'death; Madam, What is there in me that 
looks like a Cully? Did not IE ke him 
Lure. No, no; you cou'd not ſee him: You're dream- 
ing, Colonel - Will vou believe your Eyes, now, that I 
have rabb'd. them open Here, you Friend. _ 


eee 


Sand. This is Illuſion all ; my. Eyes couſpire againſt 
themſelves. - Tis Legerdemain. 

Lure. Legerdemain! is that all your Acknowledgment 
for your rude Behaviour? Oh, what a Curſe 1s it to 
love as I do !—but don't preſume too far, Sir, on my 
Affection: For ſuch ungenerous Uſage will ſoon return 
my tir'd Heart. ge gone, Sir, [ts the Porter} to 
your impertinent Maſter, and tell him, J ſhall never be 
at Leiſure to receive any of his troubleſome Viſits 
Send to me to know when I ſhou'd be at Home! ße 
gone, Sir: [ am ſure he has made me an unfortunate 
Woman. | [ Peeps. 


Stand. Nay, then there is no Certainty in Nature ; 


and Truth is only Falſhood well diſguis'd. 

Lure, Sir, had not I own'd my fond fooliſh Paſtion, I 

ſhou'd not have been ſubject to ſuck * an . 
u 


d upon the Stage, is here in Res- 


q 
.=—_ 
4x 
1 
4 
1 


© 


; Who! ink 15 eee us ver find us true. 
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but 'tis an ungrateful Return. [ ecping. 
Stand. Now where are all my em Reſolves ? J. Will 
believe. her juſt. My Paſſion rais d my Jealouſy z then 
why mayn' t Love be blind in finding Faults, as in excu- 
them -I bope,. Madam, you'll. pardon me, 
fo Jealouſy, that. 1 my, Suſpicion, is as much 
r Effect of Love, as my Eaſineſs in being ſativfy'd. 
Lune. Eaſineſs in being ſatiefy d Yew Men haue got 
an inſolent Way of extorting Pardon, by 3 
'Faults:: No. no, Sir; cheriſh; your Suſpicions, and 


Four 
_ Feed upon your mee "THR, —_ for your e 


iſh Stomach, 
With Men all Women Son 4 this Rule Go; 


[Brit ina. Rage 


Emer Clincher As Porter's Claas. N ws 


Clin. Well! Intriguing is the prettieſt - pleaſanteſi 
Thing for a Man of my Parts How ſhall we 
laugh at the Huſband when he is gone: Ho ſillily 
he looks} He's in Labour of Horns already. to 
make a Colonel a Cuckold! "Twall be rare News for 
the Alderman. © + {ASS 

Stand. All this Sir Harry has Atta bende but he's 
brave, and will afford me juſt Revenge 0 I this is 


the Porter I ſent the Challenge by: Well, Sir, Have 


you-found: him ? - | 
A Clinch. What the Devil does he mean now? 


1 — Have you given Sir Harry the N ote, Fellow 2? 
Clin. The Note! What Note.? 
Stand, The Letter, Blockhead, which I ſent by-you 


to-Sir-Hexy Wildair :; Have you ſeen him? 


Cliach. 8 Lord, What ſhall ſay. now /? Seen him! 
ves Sir No Sir , I have Sir; I have not Sir. 
Stand. The Fellow's mad. Anſwer me directly, Sir- 


rah, or I'll break your Head. 
Clin. I know Sir Harry very well, Sir: but as to the 


Note, I can't remember a Word on t: err in, Thave 
& T7 bad Memory. | * * 5 
e tan 


# 


d 


/ 
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Stand. O Sir, I'll quicken your Memory. [frike# him. 
(i. Gauns, Sir, hold I did give him the New, 
cand. And what Anſwer? —- 45064-1364 

Clin. I mean, Sir, did not give him the Note. 
Stand. What, d'ye banter, Raſcal? [ fries him again. 
Clin. Hold, Sir, hold; he did ſend an Anſwer: ETD 
Stand. What was' t, Villain? 
. Clin. Why truly, Sir,” I have forgot it: : 1 told you 
that I had a very treacherous Memory.” 
Staad. II es a ſhall remember wie his Monh, 
Raſcal. 5 0 L Brats bim . 
ö 3 Th 043) 1 Nin 13 a 


W Lurewell and ay 


Lure. „ or er fortboon, fortbdon ; this is better than 
1 expected: but Fortune kth helps the 9 N 


8 170 Enter Clincher. TS: 


Ch. Anf The Devil take all FORO 0 4 ng 
20 who firſt inyented Canes :——That curs'd Colonel 
has go? ſuch a Knack of beating his Men, that he has 
left Mark oh a Ae of Bandilcers about Wy Shoul- 


7 
8 


ders. 9. 


11 Tar my poar ir Gentleman} 3 And was it beaten ? 
Oe nr 

4 Wy. NM : 
»& Fes. ff its you i EY ſoon,” my Dear, 


will ye? # 
Chis | WII Jet Kess 1 pee 

again, may I be ee to run 

But my Cloaths, Madam. 
Lure. I ſet the Porter down Stairs with them : ; Did 


into a Cologel's Tent 
bo Gauntlet EE 


not you meet bim? 


Clin. "Meet him! No, Nn f. e l PUTS 

Part: 955 He went out at the hk door, ad is run 
clear away I'm raid, 

Clin, Gone, ſay youl And with my Cloaths? My 


| Fit Jubilee Cloaths? O, the Rogue, the Thief! 


I! have him hang'd for Murder : :——But how ſhall I 
get home in this Fickle? 
Parl. I'm afraid, Sir, the Colonel will be back pre- 
ently; for he dines at home, ; | Ciin. 


\ 
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Cu. Oh, then I muſt ſneak off! Was ever Man fo 
| managed; to have his: Coat well chraſh'd and. loſe his 
Coat t00? _ „be nf{Brir. 

Lure. Thus the noble Paetiſpake. Trath 1 , 

FE Vun: 

Nothing faits mak with Vice, hee mani of Senſe: | 

Fools are flill wicked at: their 0% ene * 


Parl. Methinks Madam, the 5 you have ſub- 
fered hy Men muſt, be very great, to raiſe ſuch heavy 


Reſentments againſt the whole Sex. 
Lure. The greateſt Injury that Woman cou'd — ; 


They robb'd me of that which preſerv'd, exalts 
our, Sex almoſt to Angels: But deftroy'd, dobaſes us. be- 
low the worlt of Brutes, Mankind, _ 

Parl. But I think, Madam, your Anger ſhou'd be 
only confin'd to the Authdrof our Wrongs. 

Lure. The Author! Alas, 1 know him yot, which 


makes m „Wrong the greater. 
85 


Parl. Nor know him! Tis odd, Madam, that a 
| Biou'd rob you of that ſame Jewel you mention d 
you not Know Him. 

Lure. Leave trifling Tia a Subject that 2 


urs my Temper ; but figce by thy Rache : 
: = 


ve ſome Reach to confide'in your Secrely 
ſtrange Relation—Some twelve, ewelve Years 
at my Father's Hoofe in Ge, bleſt 
Fate the. ornamental, but weak. Sue 130 


uty : T was then ut Fifteen, an Age oft. 21 8 
ex: Our Youth is tempting, our Innocence cre- 
dulous, Romances movin Love pawerful, and Mey are 


= 


———Villains. Then it happen'd, that three youn 
Gentlemen from the Univerſity coming into the Coun- 
25 and being benighted, and Strangers,, call'd at my 
Fathe?'s * He was very glad of their om any, 2 and 83 
fered, them the Entextainmant, of his Houſe. 

Par. Which they accepted, no doubt: Oh! Theſe 
F are never Abroad, but en ſome 

iſchie 


. 


Toh: ©: 


1 5 | ; : f ; 
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Lure. They had. ſome pivots: Frolick or * in 
N appeared by their not naming one another; 
which, my, Father perceiving, out of Civility, made no 
Enquiry into their affairs: Two of them had a heavy, 


pedantick, Unixerſity Air, a ſort of diſagreeable ſcho- 


laſtick Booriſhneſs,; in their Behaviour : But the T bigs E: 


Thiags they Lay i is very critical. 1 15 

Lure. He was———but in ſhort, 3 cut * out 

for my undoing he ſeem d to be about Eighteen. 
Parl. A fit Match for your Fifteen as cou d be. 

Lure. He had a genteel Sweetneſs in his Face, a grace - 

ful Comelineſs —.4 Perſon, and his Tongue was fit to 

ſooth ſoft Innocence to Ruin: His. very Looks were 


witty, and his expreſſive Eyes ſofter, prettier Things 


than Wards cou'd frame. 


Parl. There will be Miſchief by. and by; I. never 


heard a Woman talk ſo much of Eyes, bas, there were 
Tears preſently after. 

Lure. His Diſcourſe was directed to my Father, but 
his Looks to me. After Supper I went to my Chamber, 
and read Caſſandra, then went to Bed, and dreamt of him 
all Night; roſe in the Morning. and made Verſes ; io 
fell deſperately in Love — my Father was ſo pleas'd 
with his Converſation, that he begg 


next Day; they conſented, and next © Night. Parry 


Parl. Ay, next Night, Madam. next Night 
(I'm afraid). was a Night indeed. | __ 


Lure. He brib'd my Maid, with his Gold, out of her 


Honeſty ; and me, with his Rhetorick, ont of my Ho- 


nour he admitted him to my Chamber, and there he 
vow d, and ſwore, and wept, and gh d—tad comer. 
eeßs. 
Parl. Alackea:day, poor Fiſten!  [#eep. 
Lure. He ſwore that he wou'd come down from Ox - 
ford in a Fortnight, and marry me. 
Parl. The old Bait! The old Bait I was cheated 


2 ſo my ſelf. Ia] But had not you the * o 


nnen Wann 


LE 


'd their Company 
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Lure. Alas! What Wit had Innocepce like mine? He 
told me that he was under àn Obligation to his Compa- 
nions of concealing himſelf then, but that he wou d write 
to me in two Days, and let me know his Name and Qua- 
lity. After all the binding Oaths of Conſtancy, joining 
Hands, exchanging — [ gave him a Ring, with this 
Motto, Love and Honour; then we > parted ; but I. never | 
: ſaw the Dear Deceiver more. | 
Parl. No, nor never will, I warrant you. | 
Lare. I need not tell my Griefs, which my F Aber 9 
Death made a fair Pretence for; he left me ſole Heireſs 
and Executrix to three thouſand Pounds a Year; at laſt 
my Love for this ſingle Diſſembler, turn'd to a Hatred of 
the whole Sex, and reſolving to divert my Melancholy, 
and make my large Fortune fubſervient to my Pleaſure 
and Revenge, I went to travel, where, in moſt Courts of 
Europe, I have done ſome Execution: Here I will play 
my laſt Scene; then retire to my Country: Houle, live 
ſolitary, and die a Penitent. 

Par. But don't you ſtill love this dear Diſſembler? 

Lure. Moſt certainly: *Tis Love of him that keeps 

my Anger warm, repreſenting the Baſeneſs of Mankind 

full in View; and makes my Reſentments work- | 
We ſhall have that old impotent Lecher Smggler here to 

Night ; I have a Plot to ſwinge him, and his preciſe 

Nephew Viæard. 

Par. T think, Madam, you manage every Body that 
comes in your Way. 

' _ Lure. No, Parly; Thoſe Men, whoſe Pretenſions I 
found juft and honourable, I fairly diſmiſs'd, by letting 
them know my firm Reſolations never to marry. But 
thoſe Villains that wou'd attempt __ Honour, I've 
ſeldom fail d to manage. 

Par. What d'ye think of the Colonel, Madam ? 1 
ſuppoſe his Deſigns are honourable. 

Lure. That Man's a Riddle; there's ſomethin of Ho- 
nour -in his Temper that pleaſes : I'm ſure he loves me 
too, becauſe he's ſoon jealous, and ſoon ſatisfy'd : But 

he's a Man ſtill. When I once try'd his Pulſe about 
Marriage, his Blood ran as low as a Coward's: He 

* 1 | ſwore 


* 
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ſwore indeed that he lov'd me, but cou'd not marry me; 
forſooth, becauſe he was engag'd elſewhere. So poor a 
Pretence made me diſdain his Paſhon, which otherwiſe 
might have been uneaſy to me, But hang him 1 
have teiz d him enough :———Befides, Parly, I begin to 
be tir'd of my Revenge But this Buſs and Gui- 
nea I muſt maul once more: I'll hanſel his Woman's 8 *© 
Cloaths for him. Go, get me Pen and Ink; I muft 

write to Vixard too. . . 


7 


Fortune, this once aſiſt me, as before, 3 
Tavo ſuch Machines can never work in vain, 
As thy propitious Wheel, and my prejecting Brain. 


«7 
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$4. E N Gere Covent-Gardes. 


Wüdair and Standard Meeting. 


STANDARD. 


| y Thought, Sir POE to have: met you 
, ere this in a more convenient Place; but 
ſince my Wrongs were without Cere- 


7 


So mony, my Revenge ſhall be ſo too. 


Draw, Sir. 
N 86 Wild. Draw, Sir! What ſhall I draw? 


| 2 To me, Sir; like your face tious 


Humour well enoug h: It ſhews: Courage and Uncon- 


cern: I know y oe and therefore uſe you thus, 
Draw your Saur 

Wild. Nay, to oblige you Twill draw): but the Devil 
take me if I Perhaps, Colonel, this is the 
prettieſt Blade you have ſeen. 

Stand. I doubt not but the Arm i is good; and there- 
fore think both worth my Reſentment. Come, Sir. 

Wild. But, prithee Colonel, doſt think that I am ſuch 
a Madman as to ſend my Soul to the Devil, and my 
Body 'to the Worms, upon every Fool's Errand? 

Stand. J hope you're no Coward, Sir. 

Wild. Coward, Sir; I have eight thouſand Pounds a 
Year, Sir. 

_ You fought in Flanders. to my Knowledge. 


Wild, 


W 


ſ; 


£ CC WPI 
* 


: * 
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Wild Ay, for the ſame Reaſon chat I wore 2 Red- 
Coat, becauſe twas faſhionable. 

Stand. Sir, you fought a Freneb Gaues in Part.. 

Hall True, Sir; He was a Beau, like myſelf: Now 
you're a Soldier, Colonel, and' pightifg s your Trade; 
and J think it downright Madneſs to cone with avy 
Man in his Profeſſion. * 

Stand. Come, Sir, no more Altyiag: Lſhall take 
very unſeemly Methods if you don't ſhew your ſelf a 
Gentleman 

Jild. A Gentleman Why there again now. A Gen- 
tleman ! I: tell you once more, Colonel, that Iam a 
Baronet, and have eight thouſand Pounds a Year, 1 
can dance, ling, ride, fence, underſtand the Languages. 
Now ] can't conceive. how running you through che 
Body ſhou'd contribute one Jot more to my Gentility, 
Bat pray, Colonel, I had ot to a you; What's the 

narrel? 6 

Stand. A Woman, Sir: e 

Mild. Then J put up my Sword. Take her. 

Stand. Sir, my Honour's concern'd, 

Wild. Nay, if your Honour be concern'd wich a 
Woman, get it out of her Hands as ſoon as you can. 
An honourable Lover is the greateſt Slave in Nature; 
ſome will ſay, the greateſt Fool. Come, come, Colo- 
nel, this is ſomething abaut the Lady Larewell, I war- 
rant; I can give you Satisfaction in that affair . 

Stand, Do ſo then immediately. | 

Mild. Put up your Sword firſt: You lau 1 are fight, 
but I had much rather make you a Friend than an Enemy. 
I can aſſure you this. Lady will prove too hard for one of 


your Temper. You have too much Honour, too much 


in Conſcience, to be a Favourite with the Ladies. 

Stand, J am aſſur'd, Sir, ſhe never gave you any En- 
couragement.!ꝛæyy 

Mild. A Man can never Hear Reafon with a Sword in 
his Hand. Sheath your Weapon ; and then if I don't 
ſatisfy you ſheath it in my Body. 

Stand, Give me but Demonitration of her granting | 


you any Favour, and 'tis enough, | 
F 2 Wilt. 


64 The ConsTanT CovuPLz: Or, 

_ Wild. Will you take my Word? 

Stand. Pardon me, Sir, I cannot. 

Wild. Will you believe your own Eyes 8 
Stand. Tis ten to one whether I. ſhall or no: They 
have deceiv'd me already. 

Nild. That's hard But ſome Means I ſhall de- 
viſe for your Satisfaction. We muſt fly this Place, 
elſe that Cluſter of Mob will overwhelm us. LE. 


Euter Mcb, Tom 3 Wi 75 hurrying i in Clincher 
Senior ia Errand's Cloatbsz. 

Wife. O, the Villain, the Rogue, he has munderid 
my Huſband : Ah, my poor Timethy.  [Crying. 

Clin. Dem your Timothy :- - Your Huſband has 
murder'd me, Woman: For he has carry'd away my fine 
Jubilee Cloaths. 

Wife. Ah, you Cut-Throat ! Have you not got his 
Cloaths upon your Back there ?>>—Neighbours, Don't 
you know poor 7 imothy's Coat and Apron ? 

Mob. Ay, ay! Tis the ſame! | 

Firft Mob. What ſhall we do with him, Neighbours ? 

Second Mob. We'll pull him in Pieces. 

Fi Mob. No, no; then we may be hang'd for 
Murder ; but we'll drown him. 

Clin. Ab, good People, pray don't drown me ; for I 
never learnt to ſwim i in all my Life. Ah, this plaguy 
Intriguing ! 

Mob. Away with bim, away with him to the Thames. 

Clin. Ob, If I had but my Sqwimming- Girdle now. 


Enter C onſtable. 
- Conſt Hold, Neighbours, I command the peace. 
_ Wife, O! Mr. Conſtable, here's a Rogue that has 
murder'd my Huſband, and robb'd him of his Cloaths. 
Conſt. Murder and Robbery Then he muſt be a Gen- 
tleman. Hands off there, he muſt not be abus' d.— 
Give an Account of your ſelf : Are you a Gentleman ? 
Clin. No, Sir, I am a Beau. 
Conf. Then you have kill'd no Body, Pm perſuaded. 
How came you by theſe Cloaths, Sir ? ES 
| | | il 
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Clis. You muſt know, Sir, that walking along, Sir, 
J don't know how, Sir; _ t tell where, Sir and— 
ſo the Porter ad I chang d Cloaths, Sir. 
Conſt. Very well, che n ſpeaks Rexſon, and like 
a Gentleman. 
Wife. But pray Mr. Conſtable, afk him how he 
chang'd Cloaths with him. 
Conft. Silence, Woman, and don't difturb the Court, 
«Well, Sir, how did you change Cloaths ? 
Clin. Why, Sir, he pull'd off my Coat, and 1 drew 
off his; ſo Þ put on his Coat, and he put on mine. 
| Conft, Why Neighbours, I don't find that he's guilty: 
Search him; and if he carries no Arms about him, we'll. 
let him go. 
[ They fearch his Pockets, and pull out his Piſtols. 
Clin. O Gemini My Jubilee Pittols. 
Con. What, a Caſe of Piſtols? Then the Caſe is 
plain. Speak, what are you, Sir ? whence come you, 


and whither go you? 


Clin. Sir, I came from Ruſſel Street, and am going 
to the Jubilee. 

Mie. You ſhall go to the Gallows, you Rogue. 

Conf. Away with him, away with him to Newgate - 
ſtrait. 

Clin. I ſhall go to the Jubilee now indeed. [ Exeunt. 


Re-enter Wildair and Standard. 
Wild. In ſhort, Colonel, tis all Nonſenſe ; Fight for 
a Woman ! Hard by is the Lady's Houſe ; if you pleaſe, 
we'll wait on her together: You ſhall draw your Sword; 


I'll draw my Snuff- Box: You ſnall produce your Wounds 


receiv'd in War; I'll relate mine by Capid's Dart: 
You ſhall look big; I'll ogle : You ſhall ſwear ; I'll 
ſigh :—— You ſhall / /, and I'll conge ; And if the flies 
not to my Arms, like a Hawk to its Perch, my Dancing- 
Maſter deſerves to be damn'd. 

Stand; With the generality of Women, [ grant you, 


theſe Arts may prevail. 
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Mila. Generality of Women ! Why there again you're 

out. They're all alike, Sir, I never Rong of . 
that was particular, but one. | | 

Stand. Who was ſhe pray? 

Wild. Penelope, I think ſhe's call'd ; and that's a Po: 
etical Story 'too. When: will you find a Poet in our 
Age make a Woman ſo chaſte? 

Stand. Well, Sir Harry, your facetious ane can 
diſguiſe Falſhood, and make Calumny paſs for Satyr: 
But you have promis'd me ocular Demonſtration that 
ſhe favours you: Make that good, and I ſhall then 
maintain Faith and Female to be as inconſiſtent as Truth 
and Falſhood. 

Wild. Nay, by what you have told me, I am ſatis- 
 fy'd ſhe impoſes on us all: And Fizard too ſeems 
what I ſtill fuſpected him: But his Honeſty once miſ- 
truſted, ſpoils his Knavery : But will you be con- 
vinc'd if our Plot ſucceeds? _ 
| Stand. I rely on your Word and Honour, Sir Harry ; 

which, if I doubted, my Diſtruſt would cancel the Ob- 
ligation of their Security. 
Wild. Then meet me half an Hour hence at the 
Rummer : You muſt oblige me by taking a hearty Glaſs 
with me toward the fitting me out for a certain Project, 
which this Night I undertake. _ 
Stand. I gueſs by the Preparation; that Woman's 
the Deſign. 
Wild. Yes, Faith,. am taken dangeroufly ill with 
two fooliſh Maladies, Modeſiy and Love; the firſt I'II 
cure with Burgundy, and my Love, by a Night's Lodging 
with the Damſel. A ſure Remedy. Probatum el. 

Stand. I'Il certainly meet you, Sir. [ Exeunt ſeweraliy. 


Enter e ee and Dicky. 
Cn. Ah! Dicky, this London is a ſad Place: a ſad 
vicious Place: I wiſh that I were in the Country again: 
And this Brother of mine! I'm ſorry he's ſo great a 
Rake : I had rather ſee him dead, than ſee him thus. 


= : Dick. 
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Dick. Ah, Sir; He'll ſpend his whole Eſtate at this 
ſame Jubilee, Who 17 chink lives at thi os 7 
bilte? 

Clin. Who, pray ? 

Dick.” The Po 


pe. . 1 ; 
Clin, The Devil he W My Fe g to raks 


R where the Pope dwells! He s bewiteh'd ſure.. 


Enter Tom Errand i in Clincher Senior's 8 5 
Dick. Indeed I believe he is, for he's Rrangely al- 
ter'd. 


Err. This Lace will ſell. What a Blockhead was 


the Fellow to truſt me with his Coat! If I can get croſs 
the Garden, down to the Water. ide, I'm pretty ſecure. 


[ {hae. 
Clin, Brother ! 
my Brother? 
Dick. I ſeize you in the King's Name, Sir. 
Err. O Lord, ſhou'd this prove ſome Parliament- 
Man now! 
Clin, Speak, you Rogue, What are you ? 
Err. A poor Porter, Sir, and going of an Errand. 
Dick. What Errand ? Speak you — Ho 
Err, A Fool's Errand, Pm afraid. 
Clin. Who ſent you? 
Err. A Beau, Sir. 
Dick. No, no, the Rogue has murder'd your Brother, 
and ſtript him of his Cloaths, 


Clin. Murder'd my Brother! O Crimizi / O my poor 


Jubilee Brother ! Stay, by Jupiter Ammon, . I'm 


Heir tho“: Speak, Sirrab, Have you kill'd him? Con- 
feſs that you have kill'd him, and I'll gave yon Half a 


Crown, 


Err. Who I, Sir? Alack-a-day, Sir, I never kill'd 


any Man, but a Carrier's Horſe once. 
Clin. Then you ſhall certainly be hang'd. But con- 
zeſs that you kill'd him, and we'll let you go. 
Err, Telling the Truth hangs a Man, but confeſling 


a Lie can do no harm; beſides, if the worſt comes 25 
| E 


ch, Aler's:1-Why-be looks ike = Jelaitalready. 


Alaw! O Gemini ! IT 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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the worſt, I can but denx it again.. Woll, Sir, fince- 
I maſt tell du, I did R him, 
Clin. Here's your Money, — But are you fure 
you-kilPd him dead? 
Err. Sir, I'll ſwear it before any } 6 in England. 
Dil. But are you ſure that he's Dead in Lam? 
Err. Deud in Law f I can't tek whether he be Drau 
in Law : But he's as dead as a Door-Nail; for I gave 
| him ſeven Knocks on: the: Head with # aum 
Dick Then you have” the ſtate by the Statute. Any 
Man that's knock'd o'th' Head is Dead in Law. 
. "Clin. Bat are you ſure he was Campos Mentis when he 
was kill d? 
Err. I fuppoſe he was, Sir, for he told me nothing 
to the contrary afterwards. - 
Clia. Hey then I go to the Twilee——Strip, 
Sir, ſtrip. By Jupiter, Anon, firip. 
Dick. Ah! Don't ſwear, Sir. 
[Pats on his Brother*s Chetbs. 
Clin. Swear, Siry Zoont, han'eT got the Effate, Sir? 
Come, Sir, now ]'m in Mourning for my Brother. 
Err. I hope you'll let me go now, Sir. | 
Clin. Ves, yes, Sir, but you maſt firſt do me the 
Favour to ſwear poſitively before a Magiſtrate, that you. 
kill'd him dead, that I may enter upon the Eſtate with- 
out any Trouble. By Jupiter Ammon all my Religion's 
gone, ſince I put on theſe fine „ alk n me 
# Coach ſomebody. 
Err. Ay, Maſter ; let u me go, and L' call one imme · 
diately. 
: Clin. No, no, Dia, earry this Spark before a Ju- 
ſtice, and when he has made th, you may diſeharge 
him. And Flt go fee Angelica. [Exeunt Dick and 
Errand.] Now that I'm an elder Brother, I'll court, 
and {wear,. and rant, and rake, and go to the Jubilee 
2 Pe the beſt of them, Et. 
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SC E N E, Lutewell' n 


Fb, Lurewell and Parly. 


Lure. F. you "rw that Vizard had my Letter ? | 

Parl. Yes, yes, Madam, one of your Lady- 
ſhip's Footmen gave it to him in the Park, and he told 
the Bearer, with all Traniports of Joy, that he would 
be punctual to a Minute. 

22 . * 1 12 ge er or other and 
punctual to their Ruin; ypocriſy, by impoſing 
on the World, at laſt deceiyes itſelf. Are all Things 
2 for his Reception? 

Pearl. Exactly to your Ladyſhip's Order, the Alder- 
man too is juſt come, dreſs'd anc cook d up for * 
quity. : 

Lure. Then he has got Woman's Cloaths, on. 

Parl. Ves, Madam, and has paſs'd upon the Family 
for your Nurſe. 

Lure. Convey him into that Cloſet, and put out the 
Candles, and tell him, I'll wait on him preſently. 

[A Parly goes to put out the Candle ſomebody knocks. 

Los This muſt be ſome Clown without Manners, 
or a Gentleman above Ceremony. Who's there al 

Wild. Sings. | 


Thus Damon knock'd at Celia", s Door, | 
He figh'd, and beg d, and wept, and ſwore, 


he Sign was ſo, — N 

[knocks] ! 1 
She anſeuer d, No. 
{knocks thrice] 


No, 
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N, no, uo. bs 


ain he fig 4, again he pray'd, 
| £24 . * Pa, 


«+ -J 


a 


5 a $4 1 


At laſt his Sighs and Tears made Way, 
She roſe,. and ſoftly tura dial Key, 
Come in, ſaid ſhe, " Hos do not _ 
"I may conclude: © * 
You æuill b ruus, ” 
Bus if yow are yon 3 leer hay. 


Wildair En 
Tue. Tis too early for Serenading vir Heroy : 
Ni. Whereſoever Love is; there Muſick ws — 
there's an harmonious: Conſent in their Natures, and 
when rightly join'd, they make enn earth- 
Iy Happineſs. 
' Lure, But, Sir Harry; what Tempeſt drives you here 


at this Hour ? 
Mila. No Tempeſt Madam; but as fair Weather as 


ever entic'd a Citizens Wiſe: to cuekold her Huſband in | 


freſn Air. Love, Madam. 
[Wildair rating ber by the Med. 
Lare, A. pure and white as Angels foft Defires. 18 
not o? 
Wild. Fierce, as when! ripe conſenting Beauty fires 
Lure: O Villain! what Privilege has Man to our De- 
ſtruction, that thus they hunt our Ruin?  [ Afide. 
If this be a Love Token, your Miſtreſs's favours hang 
very lool about you; Sir. 
[Wild. drops @ Ring, he takes it up. 
Wild. 8 can't juſtly, Madam, pay your Trouble of 
taking it 1 by any Thing, but deſiring you to wear it. 
Lure. Vou Gentlemen have the cunningeſt Ways of 
playing the Fool, and are ſo induſtrious in your Profuſe- 
neſs. Speak ſeriouſly, am I beholden to Chance or De- 
gn for this Ring ? Wild. 


18 


* 
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Va. To Deſign, pen my Honour, ad berggz 
Design will ſuccsed. . 

Lutte. And what all Ir 2-45 775 *** 

Wild- Tau Il. give-me another, „ Yon ut ane 7 Thing? 

3 Ty — FOr. .[Both-ling, 

Lure. Shall I be fag wick e Hay; = 

| Wild. WEEN CE ak * be foes 
with 3 SF : bf [16 F g 1 


ld. 1 lain, I. muſt be gone 5 5 Mt 
nute, for I muſt ſee BE — tn * . 
Hours, 
Lure. Frank A , „ 95 Fun 8 
Mild As yon With me — — 
humble: Sexyant. 31 27 7 
Lure, Nothing 2a b SOR alas 1 
my Merchant and Vigard. | : 
Exit, ad tales the Candle wuith 515 


Enter Parly, leading ef ler, Lure in Wn oman's. 


Parl. This Way, Mr. lderman, |. | 

Smug. Well, Mrs. Parly,-——1/m oblig d to you fo for 
this Trodble 3 ; here are a couple of Shillings for you, 
Times are hard, very hard indeed, but next Time III 
ſteal a Pair of Silk Stockings from my Wife, and bring 
them to you———— What Nee 
Pockets for- 

Parl. Only ſeuling che Pleats, of your Gown-: here, 
Sir, get into his Clolet, and my F will wait on yo⁰ 
preſently. _ 

Puts him into the. 'Clefet,. runs. out, and returns auitb 
Vizard. + 

Viz. Where would'& thou. lead. me, my dear auſpi- 
cious little Pilot? 

Parl. You're almoſt in Fort, Sir ; my Lady's 3 in the 
COR and will come out to you n 1 


Viz. 


* 


z 
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Viz, Let me thank thee as T'ought, © I Kits ber. 


Parl. P'ſhaw: who has hir d uy "vet, A eue of 


Shillings, or a couple of Kiſſes ? | I ait. 
Viz. Propitious Darkneſs ud . Lover Steps, 


and Night 9 — outward Senſe, lights up our in- 
reat awful Ruler of Mankind, 


ward Joy. Night! the 
which like this” Perfian Monarch, hides its Royalty to 
raiſe the Veneration of the ; Warld : Under thy eaſy 
Reign Diſſemblers may ſpeak 
and Ceremonies laid ande, and generous Villainy muy 
act We ee va Clif 1 5 nel 1 Wh 
Smu ceping out of t &. me at 
Vaice 4 * up! of % Mons 
Vix. Our hungry Appetites, like the wild Beads of 
Prey, now ſcour Abroad, to gorge their craving Maws ? 
The Pleaſure of Hypocriſy; like a chain'd Lion, once 
broke looſe, wildly. indul ; its new Freedom, rang- 
ing through all unbounded Joys. 


Fang. My Nephew's Voice ind tertainly pot 


with 6. Evil Spirit, he talks as N as an Actor 
poſſeſs'd with a Poet. 

Viz. Ha! I hear a Voice, Madam. 
my Happineſs, where are you, Madam? 

mug. Madam! he takes me for a Woman too, I'll 
try him. Where have you left your Sanctity, Mr. Vi- 
I oe 
Vir. Talk no more of that ungrateful Subject S 
left it where it has only Buſineſs, with Day light,” "tis 
needleſs to wear a Maſe in the Dark. 

Smug. O the Rogue, the Rogue! The World 
takes you for a very ſober virtuous Gemtcidar. | 

Viz. Ay, Madam, that adds Security to all my Plea- 
ſures With me a Cully-Squire may ſquander his 
Eftate, and ne'er be thought a Spend-thrift —— With 
me a Holy Elder may. -zealouſly be drunk, and toaſt his 
tuneful Noſe in Sack, to make it hold forth clearer 
But what is moſt my Praiſe, the formal Rigid, ſhe that 
rails at Vice and Men, with me ſecures her looſeſt Plea- 
ſures, and her — Honour She who with ſcorn- 

ful 


my Life, 


Truth, all flaviſh Forms 


0 


2 Trip to the. Jozr LEE. 17S. 


ful Mien, and virtuous Pride, diſdains the Name of Whore, - 
with me can wanton, and laugh at the deluded World. 

Snug. How have I been deceived! Then you are 
very great among the Ladies. - 

Vix, Yes, Madam, they know that, like a Mole 3 in 
the Earth, I dig deep, but inviſible ; not like thoſe flut.- 
tering noiſy Sinners, whoſe Pleaſure is the Proclamation 
of their Faults, whoſe empty Flaſhes no ſooner kindle, 
but they muſt blaze to alarm the World. But come, 
Madam, you delay our Pleaſures. . 

Smug. He ſurely takes me for the Lady ne Le Th 
ſhe has made him an Appointment too but I'll 
be reveng'd of both Well, Sir, what are thoſe 
you are ſo intimate with. | 

Viz. Come, come, Madam, you know very well 
thoſe that ſtand ſo high, that the Vulgar envy even their 
Crimes, whoſe Figure adds Privilege to their Sin, and 
makes it paſs unqueſlion'd ; fair, high, pamper'd Fe- 
males, whoſe ſpeaking Eyes, and piercing Voice, would 
arm the Statue of a Stick, and animate his cold Marble 
with the Soul of an Epicare, all raviſhing, lovely, ſoft,” 
and kind, like you. 

Smug. I am very lovely and ſoft indeed, you ſhall, 

MN find me much harder than you imagine, Friend 
Well, Sir, but I ſuppoſe your Diſſimulation has ſome. 
other Motive beſides Pleaſure. 

Viz. Yes, Madam, the honeſteſt Motive in the 
World, Intereſt, You muſt know, Madam, that I have. 
an old Uncle, Alderman Smuggler, you have ſeen him, 
I ſuppoſe. 
 Smug. Yes, yes, I have ſome {mall Acquaintance 

| my him, 
Tis the moſt knaviſh, preciſe, covetous old 
ns that ever died of a Gout. | | 

Smug. Ah! the young Son of a Whore, Well, Sir, 
and what of him? 

Fiz. Hell hungers not more for wretched Souls, than 
he for ill-got Pelf And yet (what's wonderful) he 
that would ſtick at no profitable Villainy himſelf, loves 
Holineſs i in another = He prays all Sunday for the 

G 


Sins 
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Sins of the week paſt—— he ſpends all Dinner-time in 
two tedious Qraces, and what he defigns a Bleſſing to 
the Meat, proves a Curſe to his Family he's the moſt— 

Smug. Well, well, Sir, I know him very well. 

Vix. Then, Madam, he has a ſwinging Eftate, which 

T defign to purchafe as a Saint, and ſpend like a Gentle. 

man, He got it by Cheating, and ſhould loſe it by De- 

ceit, by the Pretence of my Zeal and Sobriety, I'll co- 

zen the old Miſer one oftheſe Days 6ut of a Settlement, 
and Deed of Conveyance ————— CC / 

_ Smug. It ſhall be a Deed to convey you to the Gal- 

lous then, you young Dog. EE I Al.. 

Nix. And no fooner he's dead, but I'll rattle over 

his Grave with a Coach and Six, to inform his covetous 
Ghoſt how genteely T ſpend his Money. 3 
Smug. I'll prevent you, Boy, for I'll have my Money 
bury'd with me. | IAlate. 
VJix. Bleſs me, Madam, here's a Light coming this 
Way, I muſt fly immediately. When ſhall I fee you 
Madam ? . * 

Smug. Sooner than you expect, my Dear. 

Vix. Pardon me, dear Madam, I wou'd not be ſeen 
for the World. I wou'd fooner forfeit my Life, nay, 
my Pleaſure than my Reputation. | [ Exit, 
FS ug. Reputation! Reputation! that poor Word ſuf- 
fers a great deal Well! thou art the moſt accompliſh'd 
Hypocrite that ever made a grave plodding Face over a 
Diſh of Coffee, and a Pipe of Tobacco; he owes me for 
ſeven Years Maintenance, and ſhall pay me by ſeven Years 
Impriſonment: And when I die, Þ ll leave him to the 
Fee-fimple of a Rope and a Shilling Who are theſe ? 
I begin to be afraid of ſome Miſchief ——F wiſh that F 
were ſafe within the City Liberties——T'll hide my ſelf. 
[Stands cloſe. 


> 


Enter Butler with other Servants and Lights. 
But. I ſay, there are two Spoons wanting, and I'll 
ſearch the whole Houſe Two Spoons will be no | 
ſmall Gap in my Quarter's Wages. 
Serv. When did you miſs them, James? 


But . 
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But, Mis them, why, I miſs them now ; in ſhor t, 


they muſt be among you, and if you don't return them, 


I'll go to the Cunning-Man to Morrow Morning; my 
Spoons I want, and my Spoons I will have. 

Serv. Come, come, ſearch about. [Search and 
diſcover Smuggler.] Ah! Who's this? | 


But. Harkee, good Woman, What makes you hide 


your ſelf ? What are you aſham d of ? 


Smug. Aſham'd of! O Lord. Sir, ['m an honeſt Old 


Woman that never was aſham'd of any Thing. | 


But. What are you, a Midwife then ? Speak, did 


not you ſee a Couple of ſtray Spoons in your Travels? 
Smug. Stray Spoons | 


But. Ay, ay, ſtray Spoons ; in ſhort, you ſtole them, 


and I'll ſhake your old Limbs to Pieces, if yon don't 
deliver them preſently. | 
Smug. Bleſs me! a Reverend Elder of Seventy Years 
old, accus'd for Petty Larceny ! Why, ſearch me, 
good People, ſearch me, and if you find any Spoons 
about me, you ſhall burn me for a Witch. 
But. Ay, ay, we will ſearch you, Miſtreſe. 
[They ſearch, and pull the Spoons out of his Pockets. 
Smug. Oh! the Devil, the Devil! 
But. Where, where is be? Lord bleſs us, ſhe is a 
Witch in good Earneſt, may be. | 
Smug, O it was ſome Devil, ſome Covent- Garden, or 
St. James's Devil, that put them in my Pocket. 
But. Ay, ay, you ſhall be hang'd for a Thief, burnt 
for a Witch, and then carted for a Bawd. Speak, what 
are you? 


Enter Lurewell. 

Smug. I'm the Lady Lurewell's Nurſe. 

Lure. What Noiſe is this? a 

But. Here is an old Succubus, Madam, that has ſtole 
two Silver Spoons, and ſays, ſhe's your Nurſe. 

Lure. My Nurſe! O the impudent old Jade, I never 
ſaw the wither'd Creature before. . 

Smmug. Then I'm finely caught, O, Madam! Madam, 
Don't you know me? Don't you remember Buſs and 


Guinea ? | 
G 2 Lure. 


Fl 
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Lure. Was ever ſuch Impudence? I know thee ! why 
thow rt as brazen as a Bawd in the Side-Box —— Take 
her before a Juſtice, and then to Newgate. Away. 

Smug. O!] conſider, Madam, that I'm an Alderman. 

Lure. Conſider, Sir, that you're a Compound of Co- 
N Hypocriſy, and Knavery; and muſt be pu- 
-niſh'd - accordingly . You muſt be in Petticoats, 
gouty Monſter, muſt ye | You muſt buſs and Guinea 
too, you muſt tempt a Lady's Honour, old Satyr; 
away with him, [ Hurry bim off. 


| Still may our Sex thus Frauds of Men oppoſe, 
_ Still may our Arts delude theſe tempting "2h 
May Honour rule, and never fall betray 
But Vice be caught in Nets for Virtue 205 


ACT 


4 


nmour 
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T N 
SCENE, Lady Datling's Houfe. 
Darling and Angelica. 


DARLING. 


1 


8 N Aughter, ſince you have to deal with a 
88 $25 Man of fo peculiar a Temper, you mult 
"MC D 92% not think the general Arts of Love can 
2 ee ſecure him; you may therefore allow 
uch a Courtier fome Encouragement 
extraordinary, without Reproach to 
| your Modeſty. 5 
Angel. I am ſenſible, Madam, that a formal Nicety 
makes our Modeſty fit auk ward, and appears rather a 
Chain to enſlave, than a Bratelet to adorn us It ſhou'd 
ſhew, when unmoleſted, eaſy and innocent as a Dove; 
but ſtrong and vigorous as a Faulcon, when aſſaulted. 
Darl. Pm afraid, Daughter, you miſtake Sir Harry's 
Gaiety for Diſhonour, : | 
Angel. Though Modeſty, Madam, may wink, it mult 
not ſleep, when powerful Enemies are Abroad—T muſt 
confeſs, that of all Men's, 1 would not fee Sir Harry 
Wildair's Faults ; nay, I cou'd wreft his moſt ſuſpicions 
Words a thouſand Ways, to make them look like Ho- 
[ But, Madam, in ſpight of Love I muſt hate 
him, and-curſe thoſe Practices which taint our Nobility, 
and rob all Virtuous Women of the braveſt Men. —— 
G 3. Darl, 
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Dari. You muſt certainly be miſtaken, Angelica; for 
I'm fatisfy'd Sir mended $ Defgns a are ide to court and 
marry you. if 8 

Angel. His Pretence, perhaps, w was as ſuch ; but Women i 
now, like Enemies, are attack d; whether: by Treachery, 
or fairly conquer'd, the Glory of Triumph is the ſame— 
Pray, Madam, by what Means were you made acquainted 

with his Defigns ? 

Darl. Means, Child ! why my.Couſin Vizard,; who, 
I'm ſure, is your ſincere Friend, ſent him. He brought 
me this Letter from my Couſin— 

9 © [Gives ber the Letter, aubich Job pens, 

Angel. Ha! Vizard! then I'm abus'd in Earneft——- 
Wou'd Sir Harry, by his Inſtigation, fix a baſe Affront 
upon me? No, I can't ſuſpect him of ſo. ungenteel a 
Crime This Letter ſhall trace the Truth Aft. 
My Suſpicions, Madam, are much clear'd, and 1 hope 
to ſatisfy your Lady ſhip in my Management, when next 
I ſee Sir Harry, N 

Enter Servant. | 

Serv, Madam, here's a Gentleman below calls him- 
ſelf Wildair. 

Darl. Conduct him up. Daughter, I won't doubt 
your Diſcretion. Bi: Darling. 

Enter Wildair. 
Mild. O the Delights of Love and Burgandy } —— 
Madam, I have toaſted your Ladyſhip fifteen Bumpers 
5 and ſwallow'd Cupids like Loches to every 

| Glaſs 

Angel. And what then, Sir? 

Wiid Why then, Madam, the Wine has got into my 

Head; and the Cupid. into my Heart, and unleſs by 
quenching quick my Flame, you kindly caſe the Smart, 
I'm a loſt Man, Madam. 
Angel. Drunkenneſs, Sir Harry, is the worſt Pre- 
tence a Gentleman can make for Rudeneſs : For the Ex- 
cuſe is as ſcandalous as the Fault: Therefore pray 

Tonſider who you are ſo free with, Sir; a Woman of 
mv Condition, that can call half a dozen Footmen upon 
Occafion. | 5 

„ 
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Vill. Nay, Madam, If you have a miad to toſs me 


in a Blanket, half a dozen Chambermaids would do 


better Service. cue ( OMe, come, Madam, tho” the 
Wine makes me liſp, yet it has taught me to ſpeak 
plainer. 
I muſt this Night quarter my Coat of Arms with 
Angel. Nay, then, who waits there? [Enter Footmen. 

Take hold of that Madman, and bind him. "0 


Wild. Nay, then, Burgundy's the Word, and Slaugh- 
ter will enſue. Hold, do you know, Scoundrels, that I 


have been drinking victorious Burgundy ? [Draws, 
Servants. We know you're drunk, Sir. 


Vila. Then how have you the Impudence, Raſcals, 


to aſſault a Gentleman with a couple of Flaſks of Cou- 
rage in his Head ? 7 
| Servants. Sir, we muſt do as our young Miſtreſs 
commands us. | 3 N 


Wild. Nay, then, have among ye, Dogs. 3 
| L Throws Money among them : They ſcramble and 


take it up: He pelting them out, outs the 
Door, and retarns. 
| Raſcals, Poltroons. I have charm'd the Dra- 
gon, and now the Fruit's my Wm. 
Angel. O, the mercenary Wretches! This was a 
Plot to betray me. „ a T 
Wild. I have put the whole Army to Flight: And 
now take the General priſoner. { Laying bold on ber, 
Ang. I conjure you, Sir, by the Sacred Name of Ho- 
nour, by your dead Father's Name, and the fair Repu- 


tation of your Mother's Chaftity, that you offer not the 


| leaſt Of.nce.———— Already you've wrong'd me paſt 
Retreſs. 5 55 ; 
_ Wild. Thou art the moſt unaccountable Creature. 


Angel. What Madneſs, Sir Harry, what wild Dream 


of looſe Deſire, cou'd prompt you to attempt this Baſe- 
neſs? View me wel}, — The Brightneſs of my Mind, 
methinks, ſhould lighten outwards, and let you ſee your 
Miſtake in my Behaviour. I think it ſhines with ſo much 


Innocence in my Face, that it ſhould dazzle all your vi- 


cious 


By all the Duſt of my ancient Progenitors, 


Bs — 
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cious Though: Think not I am defenceleſs cauſe alone. 

Voor very ſelf is Guard againſt yourſelf: I'm ſure — 
ſomething generous in your Squl ; my Words ſhall ſearch 
it out, and Eyes ſhall fire it for my own Detence. _ 
Hild. [mimicking ] Tal ti dum, ti dum, tal ti didi, 
didum. A Million to one now, but this Girl isuſt 
come fluſh from reading the Rival Queen,. I'gad, 
I'll at her in her Own Cant! my Statyra, 0 my : 
angry Dear, turn thy Eyes on me; Behoid_ thy Beau in 

1 | | 

Angel. Behold me, Sir; View me with a ſober 
Thought, free from thoſe Fumes of Wine that throw a 
Miſt before your Sight, and you ſhall find that every 
Glance from my reproaching E, es is armed with ſher 
Reſentment, and with a virtuous Pride that looks Diſho. 

nour dead. . 

Wild. This is the firſt Whore in Hercicts that I have 
met wich. [Ad.] Look ye, Madam, as to that ſlen- 
der Particular of your Virtue, we ſhan't quarrel about it, 
you may be as viituous as any Woman in Exgland, if you 
Pleaſe ; you may ſay your Prayers all the Time 
But pray, Madam, be pleafed to conſider what is this 
ſame Virtue that you make {uch a mighty Noiſe about. 

Can your Viitue be ſpeak you a Front Row in the 
Boxes? No: For the Players can't live upon Virtue. 
Can your Virtue kee pgyou a Coach and Six? No, no: 
Your virtuous Women Walk a- Foot — Can your Virtue 
hire you a Pew in a,Church ? Why, the very Sexton will 
tell you, No. Can yo Virtue ſtake for you at Piquet? 
No. Then what Buſineſs has a Woman with Virtue — 
Come, come, Madam, I offer d you fifty Guineas 
There's a hundred — The Devil ! Virtuous ſtill ! Why, 
*tis a hundred. five-ſcore, a hundred Guineas., 
Angel. O Irdignation ! Were I a Man you durſt not 
uſe me thus; but the mean, poor Abuſe you throw on 
me, reflefts upon yourſelf; Our Sex ſtill ſtrikes an Awe 
upon the Brave, and only Cowards dare affront a Woman. 
WVild. Affront ! 'Sdeath, Madam, a hundred Guineas 
will ſet you up at Baſſet ; a hundred Guineas will furniſh 
ont your Lodgings with China; a hundred Guineas will 
give 
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give you an Air of Quality ; a hundred Guineas will buy 
you a rich Eſcritofe for your Billet-deux, or a fine Com- 
mon-Prayer-Book for your Virtue, . A hundred Guineas 
will buy an hundred fine Things, and fine Things are 
for fine Ladies; and fine Ladies are for fine Gentlemen; 
and fine Gentlemen are I'gad this Burgundy makes 
a Man ſpeak like an Angel — Come, come, Madam, 
take it, and put it to what Uſe you pleaſe, - 

| Angel, I'll uſe it, as I would the baſe unworthy Giver 
thus. [Throws down the Purſe, and lamps upon it. 
Mild. I have no Mind to meddle in State- Affairs; but 
theſe Women will make me a Parliament Man, ſpight of 
my Teeth, on purpoſe to bring in a Bill againſt their Ex- 
tortiop. She tramples under Foot that Deity which all 
the World adores.——O the blooming Pride of beauti- 
ful Eighteen ! P'ſhaw, I'll talk to her no longer, I'M 
make my Market with the old Gentlewoman, ſhe knows 
Buſineſs better, —[ Goes to the Door.) Here you, Friend, 
pray defire the old Lady to walk in,— — by Gad, 
Madam, Tü tell your Mother. 


| Enter Darling. 

Dart. Well, Sir Harry, and how 4 like my Daugh- 
ter, pray ? 

Vila. Like her, Madam * — 
it? Why faith, Madam /⁊ /ʒ Take Money, Tay, of 
Angel. All hall _ you're" a £ candal to the 
Name of a Gentleman. 

Mila. With all my Heart, Mau -Ia ſhort, Ma- | 
dam, your Daughter has us'd me ſomewhat too familiar - 
I, tho' I have treated her like a Woman of Quality. 

Darl. How, Sir? © 
Hild. Why, Madam, I have offer d ber a hundred 
Guineas, 

Darl. A hundred Guineas } Upon what Sree? 997 
Wild. Upon what Score ! Lord, Lord, how theſe old 
Women love. to hear baudy | Why Faith, Madam, 1 
have ne'er a double prod ready at preſent, but 


"SY you a Song. * > 
cho 


ee, Will you take 


* 
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Behold the Goldfinches, tall al de rall, 
And a Man of my Inches, tall al de rall, 
Ye foall take um beliege me, tall al de rall, 
1f you will give me, your tall al de rall. 


A modiſh Minuet, Madam, that's all. 
Dari. Sir, I don't underftand you. 
13 Ay, ſhe _ _ * * plain Terms; then, 
Madam, in downright Zxg/;4, I offer d your Daughter 
A hundred | 7 hoy = — | 5 
Angel. Hold, Sir, ſtop your abuſive Tongue, too 
Tooſe for modeſt Ears to bear. Madam, I did before 
ſuſpect that his Deſigns were bafe, now they're too 
- Plain; this Knight, this mighty Man of Wit and Hu- 
mour, is made a Tool to a Knave; Yrzard has ſent 
him of a Buily's Errand, to affront a Woman; but I 
| ſcorn the Abuſe, and him that offer'd it. | 
Das. How, Sir, come to affrant us! D'ye know 
Wild. Know who you are! Why your L 
there is Mr. Vixard's Couſin, I ſuppoſe ;——and for 
you, Madam————now to call her Procureſs Alamode 
France, | Afide.] Feftime wotre Occupation, — 
Dar. Pray, Sir, ſpeak Exglißb. 3 Th 
| Ciel ys 0 Ladle be —— 
8 14 ſe your L pp to be one e ci- 
vil, ary fo Gifcreet old Gentlewomen, who keep their 
Viſiting Days for the Entertainment of their preſenting 
Friends, whom they treat with Imperial Tea, a private 
Room, and a Pack of Cards: Now I ſuppoſe you un- 
derſtand me. | g 
Dari. This is beyond Sufferance ; but ſay, thou abu- 
five Man, what Injury have you e'er receiv'd from me, 
or mine, thus to engage you in this ſcandalous Aſperſion? 
Angel. Yes, Sir, what Cauſe, what Motives could 
Induce you thus to debaſe yourſelf below your Rank ? 
Wild. Hey day ! Now dear Raxana, and you my fair 
Statyra, be. not fo very Heroick in your Styles. #F7- 
zard's Letter may refolve you, and anſwer all the im- 
pertinent Queſtions you have made me, | 20 
8 | ” . 8 ot» 
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Both Women. We appeal to chat. 5 = 
Wild, And I'll ſtand to't, he read it to me, and the: 
Contents were pretty plain I thought: | 
noel: Here, Sir, peruſe it, and ſee how mach ws | 
4 injur'd, and you deceiv'd. 

Wild. [Opening the Letter.) But hold, Madam, * 
Darling.] before I read, I'll make ſome Conditions — 
Mr. Vizard ſays here, that I won't ſcruple 30 or 40 
Pieces; Now, Madam, if you have clapt in another 
Cypher to the Account, and made it 3 or 4 Hundred, 
by Gad, I will not ſtand tot. ; 

Angel. Now can't 1 tell whether Diſdain or Anger 
be the moſt juſt Reſentment for this Injury. 

_ Darl. The Letter, Sir, ſhall anſwer you. 

Wild. Well then! [ Reads. ] 

Out of the earneſt Inclination to 2 Lach gi is 
and my Coufin * err Ay, ay, the very 
Words, I can ſay it by heart 1 have fens 
Sir Harry Wildair 70 court my Cos 
What the Devil's this? Sent Sir Harry Wildair - 
to court my Couſin———he read to me a quite dif- 
ferent Thing — He's a Gentleman of great Parts 

and Fortune He's a Son of a Whore and a 
Raſcal and wou'd make your Daughter very 

happy, (Whiſtles) in a Huſband. ¶ Looks Jon 75 
and bums a Song.] Oh poor Sir Harry, what | 
have thy angry Stars Jefign'd ? 

Angel. Now, Sir, I hope you need no Inſtigation to 
redreſs our Wrongs, ſince even the Injury points the way. 

Darl. Think, Sir, that our Blood for many Genera- 
tions, has run in the pureſt Channel of apſully'd Honour.. 


Wild. Ay, Madam. [Bows to her. 


Angel. Conſider, what a tender Bloſſom is Female Re- 
putation, which the leaſt Air of foul Detraction blaſts. 

Wild. Yes, Madam. [ Bowws to Fotber. 

Darl. Call then to wind your rude and ſcandalous 
Behaviour. | 

Mild. Right, Madam, [Bows again, 

Angel. Remember the baſe Price you offer'd me. ¶ Eat. 


Wild. — true, Madam. Was ever Man ſo a 55 
ri. 


4 


— 
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Darl. Then think that Yizard, Villain Yizard, caus'd 
all this, yet lives; that's all, farewell. [Ooing. 
Wild. Stay, Madam, [to Darling] one Word; is there 
no other way to redreſs your Wrongs, but by fighting ? 
Darl. Only one, Sir; which if you can think of, you. 
may do: You know the Buſineſs I entertain'd you for. 
Vila. I underſtand you, Madam. [Exit Darling.] 
Here am-I brought to a very pretty Dilemma ; 1 muit 
commit Murder, or commit Matrimony. Which is beſt 
now * A Licence from Doctors Commons, or a Sentence 
from the Old Baily ? If I kill my Man, the Law hangs 
me; if I marry my Woman, I ſhall hang myſelf 
But, Damn it——Cowards dare fight, I'll marry, that's 
the moſt daring Action of the two, ſo my dear Couſin 
Angelica, have at you, 3 EL 


= SCENE, Nagar. - 
| Clincher /en. ſolus. 


OW ſevere and melancholy are Newgate RefleQi. 
ons? Laſt Week my Father died: Yeſterday I 
 turn'd\ Beau: To Day I am laid by the Heels, and to 
Morrow ſhall be hung by the Neck—— I was agree- 
ing with a Bookſeller about Printing an Account of 
my Journey through France to Italy; but now the Hiſ- 
tory of my Travels thro' Holborn to Tyburn——The laft 
dying Speech of Beau Clincher, that was going to the Fu- 
bilee——— Come, a Half. penny a piece. A fad Sound, a 
ſad Sound, Faith. Lis one Way to have a Man's 
Death make a great Noiſe in the World. | 
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Enter Smuggler and Goaler. 
Smug. Well, Friend, I have told you who I am: So 
ſend theſe Letters into Thames-Street, as directed; they 
* 1 are 


— — 2 — _— — 
= 2 — Amis A hs. 
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are to Gentlemen that will bail me. [Exit Gaaler. 


Eh! This Newgate is a very populous Place: Here's . 


Robbery and Repentance in every Corner -Wel, 
Friend, What are you, a'Cut-throat, or a Bum-Bayliff ? 

Clin. What are you, Miſtreſs, a Bawd, or a Witch? 
Harkee, if you are a Witch, d'ye ſee, I'll give you a 
hundred Pounds to mount me on a Broomſtaff, and 
whip me away to the Jubilee. 


Smug. The Jubilee! O ye young, Rake. hell, What | 
brought you here ? 


Clin, Ah, you old Rogue, What brought you here, 
if you go to that ? 


mug. I knew, Sir, what an Powdering, your 


Prinking, your Dancing, and your Friſking would 
come to, 

Clin. And I knew what your Corening, your Extor- 
tion, and your Smuggling, - would come to. | 

Smug. Ay, Sir, you muſt break your Indentures, and 
run to the Devil in a full- bottom Wig, muſt you? 

Clin. Ay, Sir, and you muſt/put off your Gravity, 
and run to the Devil in Petticoats: You defign to 
h in —— Maſter,  d'ye ? | 

you muſt go to Plays too, Sirrah : Lord, 
Lang F W. What "Buſineſs has a. Prentice at a Play-houſe, 
unleſs it be to hear his Maſter made a Cuckold, and his 
Miſtreſs a Whore? *Tis ten to one now, but ſome mali- 
cious Poet has my Character upon the Stage within this 
Month: Tis a hard Matter now, that an honeſt ſober 
Man cannot fin in private for this plaguy Stage. I gave 
an honeſt Gentleman five Guineas myſelf towards writing 
a Book againſt it; and it has done no good, we ſee, 

' Clin. Well, well, Maſter, take Courage! our Com- 
fort is, we have liv'd rogether, . and ſhaK die together; 
only with this Difference, that I have lived like a Fool, 
and ſhall die like a Knave ; and you have livid like a 
Knave, and ſhall die like a Fool. 

Smug. No, Sirrah ! I have ſent a Meſſenger for my 
Cloaths, and ſhall get out immediately, and ſhall be up- 
on your Jury by and by. Oo to Prayers, you Rogue, 
$0 to Prayers. * Smug. 

= | Clin, 


* 


— 


* 
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Clin. Prayers! Tis a hard taking when a Man muſt 
fay Grace to the Gallows. —Ah, this curſed Intriguing ! 
Had I ſwung handſomely in a Silken Garter now, I had 
died in my Duty ; but to hang in Hemp, like the Vul- 
gar, tis very ungenteel. PE Ris 


Enter Tom Errand. 4 


A Reprieve, a Reprieve, thou dear, dear —— damn'd 
Rogue, where have you been? Thou art the moſt wel- 
come 80n of a Whore, Where's my Cloaths? - 
Err. Sir, I fee where mine are: Sir, ſtrip, Sir, ſtrip, 

Clin, What, Sir, will you abuſe a Gentleman ? 

Err. A Gentleman! Ha, ha, ha, D'ye know where 
you are, Sir? We're all Gentlemen here, —— I ſtand 
up for Liberty and Property Newgare's a Common- 
wealth. No Courtier bas Buſineſs among us; Come, 


Sir. + 2 | | 
Clin. Well, but tay, till I ſend for my own Cloaths : 


J ſhall get out preſently. | 
Err. No, no, Sir, I'll have you into the Dungeon, 
and uncaſe you. CEL $5054 
Clin. Sir, you can't maſter me; for I'm twenty 
thouſand ſtrong.  [Exeunt firuggling. 


— 
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The SCENE changes to Lady Darling, 
H0 USE. | 


Enter Wildair with Letters; Servants following. 


| Wild, TER E, fly all around, and bear theſe as di- 
rected ; you to VMefminſter, vou to 


st. James's, and you into the City Tell all my 
Mg f | Friends 


F 


t 
! 
i 


for worſhipping ? Treacherous Woman :- 
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Friends a Bridegroom's Joy invites their Preſence: Look 


all of ye like Bridegroom's alſo: All appear with hoſpi- 
table Looks, and bear a Weltome'in your Faces. 
Tell 'em I'm married. If any aſk to whom, make no 


Reply; but tell em that I'm married, that Joy ſhall_ 


crown the Day, and Love the Night. Be gone, fly, 
Enter Standard, | 
A Thouſand Welcomes, Friend ; My Pleaſure” s now 


_ compleat, fince I can ſhare it with my Friend: Briſk 


Joy ſhall bound from me to you: Then back again; 
and, like the Sun, grow warmer by Reflexion. 

Stand. You're always pleaſant, Sir Harry, but this 
tranſcends yourſe lf; Whence proceeds it? 

Wild. Canſt thou not gueſs? My Friend —— Whence 
flows all earthly Joy? What is the Life of Man, and 
Soul of Pleaſure ? Woman What fires the Heart 
with Tranſport, and the Soul with” Raptures ? Lovely 
Womam, — What is the Maſler-ſtroke and Smile of the 
Creation, but Charming virtuous Woman ? When 
Nature in the general Compoſition firſt brought Women 


forth, like a fluſh'd Poet, -raviſh'd with his Fancy, with 


Extaſy : The bleſt, the fair Prodution——Methinks, 


my Friend, you reliſh not my Joy, Whar is the Cauſe ? 


Stand. Can'ſt thou not gueſs? ————What is the 
Bane of Man, and Scourge of Life, but Woman? —— 
What is the Heatheniſh Idol Man ſets up, and is damn'd 
What are 
thoſe whoſe Eyes, like Baſiliiks, ſhine beautiful for ſure 
Deſtruction, whoſe Smiles are dangerous as the Grin 
of Fiends ? But fa//e deluding Woman Woman, 
whoſe Compoſition inverts Humanity ; their Bodies are 
heavenly, but their Souls are Clay. 

Vild. Come, come, Colonel, this is too much : IT | 
know your Wrongs reeeiv'd from Lurewell, may ex- 
cuſe your Reſentment againſt her: But 'tis unpardon- 
able to charge the Failings of a ſingle Woman up- 
on the whole Sex. 1 _ found one whote 
Virtue .. : | 

Ha Stand. 
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Stand. So have I, Sir Harry; I have found one whoſe 
Pride's above yielding to a Prince : And if Lying, Diſ- 
ſembling, Perjary and Falſhood, be no Breaches in Wo- 

man's Honour, ſhe's as innogent as Infan x. 
Mell. Well, Colonel, I find your Opinion grows 
ſtronger by Oppoſition, I ſhall now therefore wave the 
Argument, and only beg you for this Day to make a 
Shew of Complaiſance at leaſt Here comes my charm- 


ing Bride. 5 : | 

Eater Darling and Angelica. 
Standard. [Saluting Angelica.] I wiſh you, Madam, 

all the Joys of Love and Fortune. 


= | Enter Clincher junior. TONES 

Clin. Gentlemen and Ladies, I'm juſt upon the Spur, 
and have only a Minute to take my Leave. 

Wild. Whither are you bound, Sir ? 

Clin. Bound, Sir! Fm going to the Jubilas, Sir. ; 

Darl. Bleſs me, Couſin! How came you by theſe 
Cloaths? . 

Clin. Cloaths! Ha, ha, ha, the rareſt Jeſt! Ha, ha, 
ha; I ſhall burſt, by Jupiter Ammon, I ſhall burſt. 

Darl. What's the Matter, Couſin ? 

Clin. The Matter! Ha, ha, ha: Why, an honeſt 
Porter, ha, ha, ha, has knock'd out my Brother's Brains, 
he, ha, ha. | - | 

Hild. A very good Jeft, i'faith, ha, ha, ba. 

Clin. Ay, Sir, but the beſt Jeſt of all is, he knock'd 
out his Brains with a Hammer, and ſo is as dead as a 
Door-nail, ha, ha, ha. | 
Darl. And do you laugh, Wretch ? 

Clin. Laugh! Ha, ha, ha. Let me ſee &er a younger 

Brother in England that won't laugh at ſueh a Jeſt. 

Angel. You appear'd a very ſober pious Gentleman 
ſome Hours ago. 

Cin. P'ſhaw, I was a Fool then: But now, Madam, 
I'm a Wit: 1 can rake now. As for your Part, Ma- 
adam, you might have had me once: but now, Ma- 
dam, if you ſhould by chance fall to eating Chalk, or 


bf, _ gnawing the Sheets, tis none of my Fault, — Now, 


Madam 


a Trip tothe JuBrLEE 389 
Nad —1 have got an Eftate, I muſt go to the 


DJ" . 
Enter Clincher Senior, in a Blanket. ' 
Clin. ſen. Muſt you fo, Rogue, muſt you ?=— You 
will go to the Jubilee, will you? 
Clin. jun, A Ghoſt, a n Send for the Dean 
and Chapter preſently. | 
Clin. ſen. 5 Ghoſt 8 no, no, Sirrah, I'm m an Elder 
Brother; R 
Clin. jun. A t care a Farthing for that; I'm ſure 
you're Dead in Law. h 
Clin. Jen. Why fo, Sirrah, why fo ? 
Clin. jan. Becauſe, Sir, J can get a Fellow to ſwear 
he knock'd out your Brains. 3 : 
Wild. An odd Way of ſwearing a Man out of his Life. 
Clin. jun. Smell him, Gentlemen, be has a deadly 
Scent about him | 
Clin. ſen, Truly the Apprehenſions of Death may 
have made me ſavour a little O Lord—— The Co- 
lonel! the Apprehenſion of him may make me ſavour 
worſe, I'm afraid. 
Clin. jun. In ſhort, Sir, were you Ghoſt, or Brother, 
or Devil, I will go to the er, by Jupiter Ammon. 
Stand. Go to the Fubilee / go to the Bear- Garden 
The Travel of ſueh Fools as you, doubly injures our 
Country; you expoſe our native Follies, which ridicules 
us amongſt Strangers, and return fraught only with their 
Vices, which you vend here for faſhionable Gallantry ; a 
travelling Fool is as dangerous as a home-bred Villain— 
Get ye to your native Flough and Cart, converſe with 
Animals like your ſelves, Sheep and Gren; Men are 
Creatures you don't underſtand. 


Mild. Let em alone, Colonel, their Folly will be 


now diverting. Come, Gentlemen, we'll diſpute this 
Point ſome other Time; I hear ſome Fiddles tuning; ; 

let's hear how they can entertain us: Be pleas'd to fit. 
Here Singing and Dancing. After awhich a Ser- 

vant whiſpers Wildair. - 

#714, Madam, Shall I beg you to entertain the Com- 
pany in the next Room for a Moment? [Vo Darling. 
H 3 Dark. 
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Dari. With all my Heart——Come, Gentlemen. 

- Ex. Omnes but Wild. 

Wait. A * to enquire for me ? Who can this be 7 

Eurer Lorewelt, 88 
O, SY this Favour is beyond my e to 
come uninvited to dance at my sn — What 
d'ye gaze at, Madam? 

Lure. A Monſter ——If thou'rt marry'd, thou'rt the 
moſt perjur'd Wretch that e er avouch'd Deceit. | 
Wild. Hey day! Why, Madam, I'm ſure I never 
ſwore to marry you! I made indeed a flight Promiſe, 
upon Condition of your granting me a ſmall Favour, 
but you wou'd not conſent, you know. 

Lure. How he upbraids me with my Shame — Can 
you deny your binding Vews when this appears a Wit- 
neſs gainſt your Falſhood. Saus a Ring.] Methinks 
the Motto of this ſacred Pledge ſhou'd flaſh Confuſion in 
your guilty Face———— Read, read here the binding 
Words of Love and Honour; Words not unknown to 
your perfidious Eyes tho' utter Strangers to your 
treacherous Heart. 

Wild. The Woman's ſtark ſtaring mad, that's certain. 

Lure. Was it maliciouſly defign'd to let me find my 
Miſery when paſt Redreſs; to let me know you, only 
to know you falſe —— Had not curſed Chance ſhew'd 
me the ſurprizing Motto, I had been happy The 
firſt Knowledge I had of you was fatal to me, and this 
| ſecond worſe. 

Wild. What the Devil's all this! Madam, I'm not at 
Leiſure for Raillery at preſent ; I have weighty Affairs 
upon my Hands ; the Buſineſs of Pleaſure ; ; Madam, any 
ether Time 

Lure. Stay, 1 conjure you, ſtay. 

Wild. Faith, I can't, my Bride ed me ; but, 
harkee, when the Honey- Moon is over, about a Month 
or two hence, I may do you a ſmall Favour. [ Exit. 

Lure. Grant me ſome wild Expreſſions, Heavens, or 
I ſhall burſt Woman's Weakneſs, Man's Falſhood, 


my own. Shame, and Love's Diſdain, at once ſwell up 


* 


* 


my Breaſt——Words, Words, or I ſhall burſt.  {Going. 


Stand. Stay, Madam, you need not ſhun my Sight; 
for if you are perfect Woman, you have Confidence to 
outface a Crime, and bear the Charge of Guilt without 
a Bluſh, i i | 

Lure. The Charge of Guilt? What making a Fool of 
you ! I've don't, and glory in the Act; the Height of 
Female Juftice were to make you all hang or drown ; 
diſſembling to the Prejudice of Men is Virtue ;* and 
every Look or Sign, or Smile, or Tear, that can de- 
ceive, is meritorious, _ 3 a 

Stand. Very pretty Principles truly If there be 
Truth in Woman, tis now in thee— Come, Ma- 
dam, you know that you're diſcoverꝭd; and, being ſen- 
fible you can't eſcape, you wou'd now turn to Bay. 
That Ring, Madam, proclaims you guilty. i 

Eure. O Monſter, Villain, perfidious Villain ! Has 
he told you? N | 

Stand. I'll tell it you, and loudly too. | 

Lure. O, name it not Yes, ſpeak it out, 'tis ſo 
juſt a Puniſhment for putting Faith in Man, that I will 
bear it all ; and let credulous Maids that truſt their 
Honour to the Tongues of Men, thus hear their Shame 
proclaim'd—— Speak now, what his buſy Scandal, and 
your improving Malice both dare utter. 

Stand. Your Falfhaod can't be reach'd by Malice, nor 
by Satyr; your Actions are the juſteſt Libel on your 
Fame Your Words,. your Looks, your Tears, I 
did believe in ſpight of common Fame. Nay, gainſt 
my own Eyes, I ſtill maintain'd your Truth. I ima- 
gin'd Wildair's boaſting of your Favours, to be the pure 
Reſult of his own Vanity: At laſt he urg'd your taking 
Preſents of him, as a convincing Proof of which, you 
Yeſterday, from him received that Ring — which Ring, 
that I might be ſure he gave it, I lent him for that 
' Purpoſe. ED 


Lure. Ha! you lent him for that Purpoſe ? 


Stand, 
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Stand. Ves, yes, Madam, I lent him for that Pur- 
poſe—no denyiny it——T know it well, for I have 
worn it long, and deſire you; now, Madam, to reſtore. 
it to the juſt owner 

Lure. The juſt Owner! think Sir, think but of what 
Importance tis to own it; if you have Love and Honous 
in your Soul, tis then moſt juſtly yours; if not, you | 
are a Robber, and have ſtol'n it baſely.. 

Stand, Ha your Words, like meeting Flints, have 
ſtruck a Light to ſhew me ſomething ſtrange gut tell 
me inſtantly, is not your real Name Many? 5 

Lure. Anſwer me firſt, did not you receive this 


Ring about twelve years ago ? 


Stand. I did. 
Lure. And were not you about that Time entertain'd 


two Nights at the Houſe of Sir Oliver Manly i in Oxford- 
fire? 


Stand. I was, I was: [ Runs to her, and embraces Der. 7 


The hleſt Remembrance fires my Soul with Tranſport — 


I know the reſt——you are the charming She, and l the 


happy Man. 
Lure. How has blind Fortune ſlumbled on the right | ! 


hut where have you wander'd lince ? "Twas cruet 


to forſake me. 

Stand. The Particulars ef my W were too te- 
dious now ; but to diſcharge myſelf from the Stain 
of Diſhonour, I muſt tell you, that immediately. upon 
my Return to the Univerſity, my elder Brother and I 
quarrell'd; my Father, to prevent further Miſchief, 
poſits me away to travel; I writ to you from London, 
but fear the Letter came not to your Hands. | 

Lure. I never had the leaſt Account of you by 
Letter or otherwiſe. 

Stand. Three Years I liv'd abroad, and at my Return, 
found you were gone out of the Kingdom, tho' none cou d 
tell me whither ; miſſing you thus, I went to Flanders, 
ſerv'd my King till the Peace commenc'd; then fortu- 
nately going on Board at 4mſ/erdam, one Ship tranſported 
us both to England. At the firſt Sight I lev'd, tho! ig- 
norant of the hidden Cauſe—You may remember, 3 4 

| : m, 


* ; 
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Bam, that talking once of Marriage, I told you I was 
engaged; to your dear ſelf I meant. 5 

Lure. Then Men are ſtill moſt generous and brave 
And to reward your Truth, an Eſtate of three thouſand 
Pounds a Year waits your Acceptance ; and if I can ſa- 
tisfy you in my, paſt Conduct, and the Reaſons that en- 

aged me to deceive all Men, I ſhall expect the honour- 
able Ar of you Promiſe, and that you wou'd 
ſtay with me in 

Stand. Stay pion Fame, nor Glory, e'er ſhall part 
us more. My Honour can be no where more concern d 
than here. | 

Enter Wildair, Angelica, Both Clinchers. 
O Sir Harry, Fortune has ated Miracles; the Story's 
ſtrange and tedious, but all amounts to this; that Wo- 
man's Mind is charming as her Perſon, I am made a 
Convert too to Beauty. 
Vila. I wanted only this to make my Pleaſure perfect. 
Enter Smuggler. 

Smug. So, Gentlemen and Ladies, is my Gracious 
Nephew Fizard among ye? 

Wild Sir, he dares not ſhew his Face among ſuch 
honourable Company; for your gracious Nephew is — 

Smug.. What, Sir? Have a care what you lay. 

Mild. A Villain, Sir. 

With all my Eleart—— pardon you. the 
beating me for that very Word. And * Sir Harry, 
when you fee him next, tell him this News from me, 
that I have diſinherited him ; that 1 will leave him as 
Poor. as a difbanded Quarter-Mafſter. And' this is the 
poſitive and ſtiff Reſolution of 'Threeſcore and Ten! an 
Age that ſticks as obſtinately to its Purpoſe, -as to the 
old Faſhion of its Cloak. 

Mild. You ſee, Madam, Lo Angel.] how induſtri- 
ouſly Fortune has puniſh'd his Offence to you. 

Angel. I can ſcarcely, Sir, reckon it an Offence, 
conſidering the happy Conſequence of it. 

Smug. O, Sir Harry, he's as hypocritical | 

Lure. As yourſelf, Mr. Alderman : How fares my 
3 old * pray, Sir'? 


Smug. 


- 
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Sung. O, Madam, I ſhall be even with you before I 
6 port with your Writings and Money, that I have in my 
Hands. 43 DIS . 
Stand. A Word with you, Mr. Alderman. Do you 
know this Pocket- Book? N | 

Smug. O Lord, it contains an Account of my ſecret 
Practices in Trading. [Aſide.] How came you by it, Sir? 

Stand. Sir Harry here duſted it out of your Pocket at 
this Lady's Houſe Yeſterday : It contains an Aecount of 
fome ſecret Practices in your merchandizing ; among the 
reſt, the Counter part of an Agreement with a Corre- 
ſpondent at Bourdeaux, about tranſporting French Wine 
in Spaniſh Caſks. Firſt return this Lady all her Writ- 
ings, then I ſhall conſider whether J ſhall lay your Pro- 
ceedings before the Parliament, or not, whoſe Juſtice 
will never ſuffer your Smuggling to go unpuniſh'd. 

Smug. O my poor Ship and Cargo. wy | 

Clin, ſen, Harkee, Maſter, you had as good come 

along with me to the Jubilee now. : 

Angel. Come, Mr. Alderman, for once let a Woman 
adviſe; Wou'd you be thought an honeſt Man, baniſh 
Covetouſneſs, that worſt Gout of Age; Avarice is a poor 
pilfering Quality of the Soul, and will as certainly cheat 
as a Thief wou'd ſteal. ——Wor'd you be thought a Re- 
former of the Times, be leſs ſevere in your Cenſures, leſs 
rigid in your Precepts, and more ftri& in your Example, 
Mild. Right, Madam, Virtue flows freer from Imi- 
tation than Compulſion; of which, Colonel, your Con- 
verſion and mine are juſt Examples. | 
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In vain are muſty Morals taught in Schools, 
By rigid Teachers, and as rigid Rules; 
Where Virtue, with a frowning Aspect, flands 
And frights the Pupil from its rough Commands. 
But Woman = — | 
Charming Woman, can true Converts make, 
We love the Precepts for the Teacher's ſake. 
Virtue in them appears ſo bright, ſo gay, 
e bear with Tranſport, and with Pride obey. 
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| EPILOG UE. 


Spoken by Mr. WiLKs, . 


; Eh | 43a 6 
\ TJ OW all depart, each bis reſpecti ue Way, SH 7 
N To ſpend an Evening's Chat upon the Play 
Some to Hippolito's -; one homeward goes, 
And one, with loving ſpe, retires to th' Roſe: 
The Am'rous Pair, to all Things frank and free, 
Perhaps may ſave the Play in Number Three. 
The tearing Spark, if Phillis ought gainſays, 
Breaks th' Drawer's Head, kicks her, and murders Pays, 
To Coffee ſome retreat to /ave their Pockets, 
Others, more gen'rous, damn the Play at Locket's. 
But there, I hope, the Author's Fears are vain, | 
Malice ne er ſpoke in generous Champaign. 775 
That Poet merits an ignoble Deatb, 
Wha fears to fall over a brave Monteth. 
The Privilege of Wine we only at, - 
You'll tafte again before you damn the Flaſe, 
Our Author fears not you ; but thoſe he may, © 
Who, in cold Blood, murder a Man in Tea. 
Thoſe Men of Spleen, <vho fond the World ſhould know it, 
Sit down, and for their Two-pence, damn a Poet. 
_ Their Criticiſms good, that we can ſay for't. 
7 hey underſiand a Play — foo well to pay for't. 
| From Box to Stage, from Stage to Box they run, 
Firſt fleal the Phy, then damn it when they've done. 
But now to know what Fate may us betide, 


Among our Friends in Cornhill and Cheapſide. 
; * 


— 


But has. 1 nt —. bat one Rule — Plays ; 2 5 

They Brat 705 enguire what bind of Mars > 2 5 * _ 3 
_ - But-from Side Box ave dread a feerful Doom, _— 

| All the good natur'd Beaux are gone to Rome. | 
1 The Ladies cenſure Id almoſt T 

: Then for a Line or.4wvs t'engage their Vote. © * 
3 Bit that Way's old, below our Author's Him, 

_ No beſs than his avhole Play is Complement to them. ' 
For their Sales then the Play can't miſs ſucceeding, Che 
Tho Criticks-may want Wit, 5 baue good Breeding. 
They won't, I'm ſure, forfeit t _— Graces, 

By ſhewing their Ill. nature to their Faces. : 

Oar Buſineſs with good Manners may be done, 

Flatter us Bere, and . us auben * re 8 


